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POSTULANT 


‘Postulant Margaret?’ The 
voice was dry, unemotional, 
the eyes below the black cowl 
alert, questing: 

‘Yes Father.’ A soft voice, 
almost a whisper. 

‘Speak up, please,’ he said 
sharply, his English German- 


accented. She repeated it 
more clearly, after a nervous 
cough. ‘Yes Father.’ Aclear 
but frightened English upper- 
class voice. 

She was tall, the floor- 
length scarlet robes making 
her seem even taller. A scarlet 


habit, the Postulant colours, which once her vows had 
been given and accepted would be changed for the Order's 
regulation brown, with a white wimple for a Novice, black 
for a Full Sister. Postulants of St. Hildegarde's, though, 
went bare-headed until their vows when the hair would be 
cut: cropped short. Postulant Margaret had lustrous 
chestnut hair, shoulder length. Father Thomas eyes the 
rich sensuous locks, and also the pretty face, now flushed, 
which they framed. 

*This is your second day at the Abbey, Postulant 
Margaret?'. 

“Yes Father.” 

“You have had your first sessions with Sister Gertrud? 

She has acquainted you with the basic disciplines and 
regulations of St. Hildegarde’s?’. 

*Yes Father.' 

‘I am Confessor of Postulants. You have been 

told that?' 

“yes Father.” 

“It is my duty to be your spiritual counsellor during 
your postulancy, Margaret. And we are not only 
concerned with spiritual matters. There are also matters of 
the flesh which as a new Postulant fresh from the outside 
may be a problem to you. Do you understand that?” 

“Her legs under the scarlet woollen robe trembled. 

"Yes Father.’ 

“Good. Let me see you then. Lift your robe. Up above 
your waist.” 

Margaret Worsley-Smith, who was 18 and who in 
future would be known only as Margaret, Postulant 
Margaret and then Sister Margaret, bit a full lower lip and 
tried to control trembling knees. Total obedience was of 
course a central tenet of the Order of St. Hildegarde, as 
indeed of any monastic Order. Her hands obeyed Father 
Thomas and gripped the wool robe, lifting it. She obeyed 
but her heart was pounding as she stood before the seated 
black-habited figure. 

The robe came up, revealing what was underneath. 

Not the usual attire for an accepted member of the Order. 
Postulants were required to wear something different to 
emphasise their as-yet worldliness, their fleshly side. 
Sheer grey silk stockings, their darker welts self- 
supporting. Above the stockings' taut rims were full, 
smoothly pale thighs which continued on up as the robe 
was lifted. It seemed for a moment that there was only 
now the ripe, womanly flesh under the scarlet habit; but 
the finally something else. A miniscule covering of mauve 
nylon, a tiny vee briefly covering the sexual parts — so 
briefly in fact that curls of brown hair escaped both at the 
sides and the top. 

*Right up,' ordered the seated monk. The robe was 
finally hoisted fully above the girl's waist. After a 
considered inspection he said, *Now turn.' 

The brown low-heeled shoes complied. Behind she was 
bare, the mauve undergarment was no more than a thong, 
a G-string, a thin strip of nylon passing between ripely 
rounded buttocks but leaving them fully uncovered. 
Margaret, holding up her skirts, stared fixedly at the stone 
wall, trying to close her mind to what she was showing to 
Father Thomas. She had never worn anything remotely as 
indecent as this undergarment outside, back in England. 
Brought up in a devoutly religious upper-class family 


the virtue of feminine modesty had always been drilled 
into her. But now here she was in the Abbey of the Order 
of St. Hildegarde in distant, unknown Prussia, in this little 
cell holding up her skirts and displaying her bared bottom 
to this unknown priest. She forced herself to try and 
remain calm. It was a penance of course, a test. A 
Postulant had to be tested, she knew that. It was simply 
that this sort of test was so completely unexpected. 

She gasped. Father Thomas had risen from his simple 
wooden chair to move close in behind her. His two cold 
hands were suddenly on the warm flesh of her bottom. A 
ripe bare cheek in each hand. 

‘The sins of the flesh, Margaret.’ The hands jiggled 
the swelling cheeks as he spoke. ‘Have you sii in the 
sins of the flesh, my child?’ 

‘No,’ she gasped. *No Father.’ 

His voice in her ear was low but persistent. ‘Any- 
sexual intimacy with a male?” 

‘No Father,’ she whispered. ‘Nothing.’ 

. The hands squeezed more tightly. ‘Masturbation, 
Margaret? I have heard that English schoolgirls 
frequently masturbate to excess. Have you indulged in 
that sin?’ 

A moment’s hesitation. She was feeling dizzy, the 
monk’s hands — male hands — on her bare bottom were 
sending hot pulses through her. And his line of 
questioning made things much worse. It was excruciating 
to have to say it but she couldn’t lie, that would be an 
even worse sin. 

‘I... have...occasionally, Father.’ 

The hands at her bottom gave another squeeze and 
then let go. Her ordeal was not over though, it might even 
be said to be about to start. For the hands went to the thin 
strand of nylon spanning the womanly flanks and witha 
brisk motion slid the scanty undergarment down near the 
tops of the silk stockings. 

His voice, with its strong accent but excellent 
English. ‘I think we must investigate these matters 
further, Margaret. Step up on the bench. Keep your robe 
up round your waist and stand with your legs apart.’ 

The bench, of roughly hewn wood, was some 18 inches 
high. She stepped up on it, in a way surprised to find her 
legs would still support her. Father Thomas had gone toa 
shelf and was rubbing something from a small jar onto the 
fingers of his right hand. She tried to close her mind to 
what that might be or what it could be for. It was probably 
a sin but nonetheless she felt herself fervently wishing she 
were somewhere else — anywhere — rather than in this 
cell in the Abbey of St. Hildegarde, holy place though it 
might be. 

Preferably Margaret Worsley-Smith would be back in 
England, in Sussex at her parents’ place which had so 
many sunny memories. Some unhappy ones too, mostly 
connected with James, to whom she had been engaged 
and then it had been broken off. Causing her to decide, 
blindly, on the spur of the moment, that she would take 
the vow. And her family priest had eagerly suggested St. 
Hildegarde’s; a very holy Order, far away in Europe where 
she would forget her unhappiness. Father Patrick it 
seemed visited St. Hildegarde’s at times on retreat. She 
had made the decision so quickly, before the doubts had 
time to crystalise. 


‘Wider, said Father Thomas, indicating that her feet 
were to be some 20 inches apart, stretching that indecent 
undergarment wide between her thighs. 
*Now' he murmured, 'please be calm and still.' He 
had moved round behind her. ‘But we must check 
these matters.” 
She gave a shocked squeal as the greased fingers 
touched her. At her private most place which in her 
present position was exposed, open, inviting almost. 
“Keep still,' he hissed. As she stood trembling like a leaf 
in an auttumn wind — 
‘And now, Margaret, you must be beaten.’ 
Her head spinning, she heard the accented words as if 
from a great distance. With the monk's help she stumbled 
down off the bench. Her body was now not so much 
trembling like a leaf in the wind as resembling one that 
had been violently blown from the tree and was now a 
lifeless, dead thing. Exhausted, drained, by her 
uncontrolled, uncontrollable, response to Father 
Thomas's hand, those outrageously invasive greased 
fingers. 
‘A beating as penance,’ he said softly. ‘Penance for 
past sins of the flesh, penance for the lascivious manner in 
which you have just acted. Your body is clearly full of lust 
and will need repeated scourgings.’ 
He smiled a little smile, his hands holding her upper 
arms. ‘But do not despair, my child. New Postulants are 
frequently full of sin. It is my task to purge it. Now get 
your skirts up again and get down over the bench.’ 

She had unthinkingly allowed the scarlet robe to fall 
back down in place. Somehow her hands responded. 
Obedience was the highest virtue. Amongst all the 
frenzied, mind-stunning emotions swirling through her 
head that basic fact remained. She scrabbled the robe up 
again and then knelt at the end of the bench, prostrating 
her body along its top. The rough wood against her heated 
cheek was some comfort: solid, reassuring wood. 
Oak perhaps? 
Like one of the magnificent oaks at her home in far off 
Sussex. Or ex-home for home now was this Abbey, of the 
Order of St. Hildegarde. She tried to concentrate on those 
lovely oaks and shut out other thoughts. Such as the fact 
that her bottom was bare again for Father Thomas. Bare 
and thrust out over the end of the bench, bare because 
that almost non-existent garment which Sister Gertrude 
had made her put on was still down at the tops of the silk 
stockings. 
She had been beaten before. Caned by Father Patrick, 
their family priest back in England. Twice when she was 
17. Father Patrick had suggested the cane as a penance for 
sins. But she had had her knickers on when he had caned 
her, proper white school knickers, though her skirt had 
been turned up over her back. 
Now of course there was nothing, because a Postulant 
of St. Hildegarde's was always whipped on the bare 
bottom. She tried not to think, of what was to come, of 
what Father Thomas had a few minutes earlier so 
devastatingly done. The trees, those marvellous 
spreading oaks... 
She grunted, the breath abruptly jolted from her lungs. 
Desperately she gripped onto the bench as the first stroke 


landed. Not a cane, a leather lash. Stout stiff leather, half 
an inch wide, the end securely wound round Father 
Thomas's sinewy hand leaving some 14 inches free. It bit 
into her, squarely across the full meat of both buttocks, 
like a solid plank of wood. She was frantically gulping air 
as the second stroke cracked down, just below the line of 
the first. 

Her immediate reaction had been shock more than 
anything — a shock to almost knock you out of your mind 
but now the pain took hold. Margaret's bottom felt like 
raw meat, as if the stiff leather had literally taken a layer 
of skin off. 

“Relax your bottom! Do not clench the muscles.’ 

The leather cracked in again, this time taking in only 
her left cheek so that the tip could reach into the deep 
divide between the buttocks. She screamed out this time, 
there was nothing else for it. Margaret’s ripe bottom went 
into convulsions — but she hung onto the end of the bench 
and Father Thomas hung on as well, his left hand firmly in 
the small of her back over the bunched-up robe. 

The stiff strap continued to lash down, onto the 
writhing buttocks, onto the trembling thighs. The little cell 
echoed with sharp screams against a background of low 
moans and sobs; but screams were allowed, there was no 
ordinance of silence during a scourging. Indeed the 
sharper the screams the more there was clear evidence 
that the Devil was being driven out of the tender — and 
weak — female flesh. Father Thomas’s thin face shrouded 
in the black cowl showed little beads of perspiration, his 
eyes shining raptly, as he continued his task. 

After a quite lengthy spell he paused — but only to 
make the sobbing young woman part her legs wide. The 
tender inner thigh surfaces were now available to the 
leather. He began again. An intense, high-pitched scream 
testified to the sensitivity of this new target. 

The scream was heard outside the cell, in the narrow 
stone corridor and beyond. That scream and the other 
louder ones that had preceded it carried even as far as the 
refectory where a number of brown-robed nuns were 
setting out the frugal meal. The screams were heard but 
the silent nuns did not react. It was known that a new 
Postulant had arrived at the Abbey and so screams, 
frantic, desperate screams, were to be expected. 

In the first place a new Postulant, in the nature of 
things, could expect to be scourged very regularly, 
because she would be worldly, sinful. And also she very 
probably would not be used to being beaten and so the 
screams would come more readily, more desperately. It 
was rumoured that she was an English girl and English 
girls were not routinely beaten — in the family or at school 
— were they? So, yes, screams were certainly to be 
expected. 

The nuns continued with their task, the simple clay 
plates and mugs, fashioned in the Abbey’s own pottery, 
knives and spoons likewise of their own making. Coarse 
bread, cheese, a thinnish gruel, at each place along the 
long trestle tables. At the High Table where the Mother 
Superior would sit, together with the three resident 
monks, the gruel was thicker and there was also butter. 
The bell began to toll. 

The other nuns filed in, to take their places at the long 


table. Perhaps 30 of them all told, mostly with the black 
wimple of Full Sisters but five or six wearing white 
denoting a Novice. They stood at their places, silent, 
waiting the arrival of Reverend Mother. She shortly 
entered, followed by two black-robed monks, a stern-faced 
figure clad in the Order's regulation brown but with her 
over robe, the scapular, trimmed with fox fur and on her 
breast a large silver cross. 

The little group of three processed up to the High 

Table, to sit facing the room. A nun recited a grace, the 
High Table sat and then the rest. They began silently to 
eat, broken bread and the gruel; but in the silence there 
was a sense of suppressed excitement. The two monks at 
the High Table were Father Gregor and Father Leopold. 
The other male member of the Convent, Father Thomas, 
Confessor of Postulants, would shortly enter...together 
with the new girl... 

Yes. The heavy door opened again. All heads turned 

for the nuns, though required to remain silent during the 
meal, were permitted to look, and in any case it added to a 
new Postulant's shame for all eyes to be on her. They 
entered. Father Thomas walking at a slow and stately pace 
up the wide isle between the two long tables, Postulant 
Margaret some five paces behind so that she could be fully 
seen front and rear. She matched his pace, on uncertain 
legs, her scarlet robe held high round her waist. 

It was part of the humbling process of course, to reveal her 
shameful parts to all eyes. She still wore the grey silk 
stockings but that ultra-brief undergarment had now been 
removed and there was only flesh above the stockings’ 
tight rims. Soft flesh scourged blotchy red and purple at 
rear — on the ripe buttocks, on the full thighs. In front the 
unwhipped flesh was pale, a stark contrast to the thick 
bush of reddish-brown on her sex. 

Father Thomas, reaching the High Table, went round to 
take his place behind it. Postulant Margaret, standing in 
front, bowed to Reverend Mother, presenting as she did 
so her bare, whipped rear to the assembled nuns. Then 
she turned to stand facing them. 
The Abbess announced, in German, ‘Postulant Margaret 
joins us from England. We all pray for her spiritual 
enlightenment.’ 

As instructed by Father Thomas, Margaret bowed to the 
nuns, her rich chestnut locks falling about her flushed 
face. Their eyes were as much on the glossy shoulder- 


length hair as anything else she was revealing because 
hair like that was virtually an unknown sight. Shortly of 
course, in a few weeks, it would be cropped short. 
Margaret stood straight before them for a full two 
minutes, the skirt of her scarlet robe still held high. Then 
at a word from Reverend Mother she went to stand near 
the wall, facing it so that her whipped bottom and 

legs were on show. 

Margaret stood there, still apart from trembling limbs, 
for the duration of the meal. Afterwards, when they had 
all filed out, Father Thomas told her she could sit and one 
of the nuns who was clearing away brought bread and 
water. At last she was permitted to drop her skirts. She 
did not feel like eating but Father Thomas urged her to. 
She would be hungry later. 

He took her back to the little cell which would be her 
room at the Abbey of St. Hildegarde. A small, bare cell 
similar to the one in which he had whipped her. 
Containing only a simple narrow bed, a desk, a chair, a 
crucifix on the wall he closed the door behind them. 

‘So your postulancy has started, Margaret. Now you 
begin to cast off the sins of the outside world. At times it 
will seem hard but that is how’it must be. That is the only 
way to spiritual enlightenment.’ 

She said, ‘Yes Father.’ It had been one devastating 
experience after another. It was difficult for her mind to 
cope with it, let alone her poor aching body. She forced 
her wondering mind to concentrate on what Father 
Thomas was saying. 

"Take off your robe, Margaret. And then kneel.” 

After all the shocks her mind didn't want anything 
else. She stood motionless, in the centre of the room, as he 
went to sit on the chair. 

"Take off the robe, child,' he repeated, his voice 
harder. ‘And then come here and kneel.’ 

Automatically her hands went behind to the robe's 
fastenings. Obedience: she opened the robe and slid it 
down. Apart from shoes and the silk stockings it was her 
only garment. She stepped out of it. Firm, full breasts 
swayed as she came forward, to Father Thomas. 

He had opened his legs under the black habit and he 
drew her down, between them. One hand took hold of a 
ripely nipple breast while the other pressed the glossy 
head firmly down into his lap. 

Father Thomas began intoning, in Latin. 


un 


WHAT THE 
DICKENS! 


‘The only possible problem I can 
see you having is with discipline,” 
said the Headmaster. ‘I’m afraid our 
previous spiritual adviser was led a 
bit of a dance. The assumption 
seemed to be that as a man of the 
cloth he was an easy touch. And 
unfortunately this turned out to be 
more or less true.” 

They were in the Head's study, 
Mr Dowling and the Reverend 
James Lambton. The latter was to 
take the place of the unfortunate 
Reverend Gostling in part-time 
duties with Religious Knowledge 
and also assist with Music at 
Kingswood School for Girls. James 
Lambton, in his thirties, was 
considerably younger than his 
predecessor: he could even warrant 
the appellation ‘trendy young 
priest’. But were trendy young 
priests noted for discipline? That 
was what concerned the Head. 

‘It’s not just the girls, Reverend 
Lambton. I am concerned about the 
staff as well. They are almost all 
female and some of them quite 
young. I would look for another male 
on the staff to be able to put a bit of 
steel into them. The Reverend 
Gostling, I am afraid, was somewhat 
disappointing in that regard.’ 

Reverend Lambton, sipping the 
Head's sherry, answered that 
gentleman he would not be a 
soft touch. *No, I think I can be as 
firm as the next man, Headmaster. I 
can assure you that my choir at St 
Bartholomew's was a most 
disciplined body. Yes. Oh and... 
please call me Jim.” 

Mr Dowling said thank you, he 
would, though naturally not inviting 
Reverend Lambton to address him as 
Arthur. But he was still concerned to 
search the new man out; it was after 
all easy enough to say one could 
impart discipline. 

‘Have you ever caned a female, 
er, Jim. That choir of yours: girls in 
it no doubt. Did you ever have 
occasion to tickle up one of their 
bottoms with the stick?’ 

James Lambton flushed slightly. 
No he hadn’t. He indeed was not at 
all sure it would have been 
approved. He had smacked one 
girl's bottom, though, and was not at 
all sure that that would have been 
approved either. However young 
Susan  Peachey had not said 
anything, as the Reverend Lambton 
had assumed she would not because 
he knew something about Miss 
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Peachey that she would not wish 
made public. Concerning one of the 
boys. Spanking Susan Peachey had 
in fact been highly stimulating, 
causing the Reverend James 
Lambton to get an unusually large 
erection as he did it. 

He recalled all this as he 
answered the Head. ‘Er, not exactly, 
Headmaster, but I am sure I can 
handle it. Caning...And also... 
spanking?' 

“Yes indeed. And I am not only 
talking about the girls. These 
younger staff as well. Miss 
Crawshaw, of course, Games, I am 
rather taking in hand myself so you 
need not concern yourself with her. 
But there is another, Miss Dickens, 
who indeed will be very much your 
province, your responsibility.’ 

James Lambton had met Miss 
Dickens, a darkly attractive and 
shapely young woman who had 
smiled sweetly at him. She was his 
area, ‘teaching both RK and Music. 
He had also met Miss Crawshaw. 
The Games Mistress had quite 
enormous tits. Was the Head saying 
that he was dealing with Miss 
Crawshaw’s equally generously 
proportioned bottom? And warning 
the newcomer off in that direction? 
Whatever the situation it did seem 
that he, the Reverend James 
Lambton, was being invited, indeed 
instructed, to deal with Miss 


Dickens. 

‘Miss Dickens is unfortunately 
somewhat lacking in the disciplinary 
department. Some of her music 
classes are in an uproar at times. 
That will be your responsibility now. 
And I think I’ve indicated how 
matters should be brought home to 
that young lady.’ 

James Lambton, picturing the 
shapely and attractive Miss Dickens, 
felt a pleasant tingle in the front of 
his trousers. ‘Yes Headmaster. The 
cane...and a spanking...?’ 

Mr Dowling nodded assent. ‘I’ve 
also got a nice little leather strap 
that’s very effective in touching up 
the female posterior.’ 

Elaine Dickens had not been long 
at Kingswood School herself but it 
had been long enough to fall foul of 
Mr Dowling. It was true discipline 
was not her strong point and the 
Headmaster had unfortunately 
happened to look in early on when 
the girls had been larking about a 
bit. He had given her a sharp 
warning: she would have to do better 
than that. Flushing, Elaine had 
made abject apologies. Things were 
usually not at all like that, it was just 
an uncharacteristic moment. 

Unfortunately Mr Dowling had 
looked in again two days later when 
things weren't a lot better. A certain 
amount of shouting etc. What 
happened then Elaine Dickens would 


rather not think about. It was quite 
unbelievable — but it had happened 
all right. Mr Dowling had taken 
Elaine to that room, Room 4C, where 
he dealt with troublesome older 
girls. He had dealt with Elaine 
Dickens. 

He had caned her. He had 
actually caned her. Elaine Dickens, 
B.A. Oxford, had been bent over the 
desk and had her skirt raised and 
then the cane sliced sickeningly in 
six times across the ripe swell of her 
tight, brief knickers. It was difficult 
to know what was worse: the 
intense, incredibly stinging pain or 
the equally intense humiliation. 

When he had finished Elaine 
could hardly stand up. The Head had 
said mildly, “Please try and 
remember what that felt like, Miss 
Dickens. Please see that I don't have 
to do it again.” 

Somehow she had since then kept 
the girls in some sort of order, at 
least when the Head was around, 
had thus avoided any repeat. But 
Elaine had been living in fear and 
trembling of it. Now, though, with 
the arrival of the Reverend Lambton, 
Elaine felt she could afford a sigh of 
relief, Mr Lambton would be like a 
buffer against the dreadful Mr 
Dowling and would also no doubt see 
that order was maintained. He 
seemed a very pleasant man and of 
course being a clergyman was bound 
to be sympathetic and helpful. Yes, 
Reverend Lambton would be a god- 
send. 

Seeing him in the common room 
on his second day, Elaine invited the 
new member of staff to a cup of tea 
in her room. Reverend Lambton 
smilingly accepted. Elaine Dickens 
naturally had no idea that he had just 
had explicit instructions from the 
Headmaster regarding her very 
choice hindquarters. 

They were choice. James 
Lambton, seated in Elaine's best 
armchair, observed them with keen 
interest as Elaine knelt before her 
fire toasting a tea cake. Her position 
thrust her rear divisions into 
excellent prominence under a tight 
black skirt. They were most 
generously sized without being at all 
saggy. Each cheek separately 
delineated and when Elaine moved 
each had a quite independent 
jiggling motion of its own. The 
Reverend Lambton's reproductive 
member could not help showing 
undoubted interest as he recalled 
what the Headmaster's instructions 
had been. 

'He's something of a disciplin- 
arian, I understand; our Mr 
Dowling.’ 

A gentle testing of the waters. 
Elaine felt a little shiver. She said, 
‘Oh dear, yes.’ 

‘I gather he can be a stickler with 
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his staff as well. At least...the 
younger ladies.” 

Was there a special 
acknowledging tremble from 
Elaine's splendid hindquarters? She 
said 'Oh dear' again. 

“Yes, he more or less informed 
me that he was...er...personally 
dealing with Miss Crawshaw in that 
regard.” 

The tea cake was done. Elaine sat 
up, burgeoning bottom cheeks 
squashing down on her heels. Her 
face was flushed and not only with 
the heat of the fire. She was aware 
that the Headmaster was paying a 
particular interest in Christine 
Crawshaw — quite probably it was 
not unconnected with those very big 
things Christine had. Elaine didn’t 
know what was happening to 
Christine but she thought she could 
guess. It made her shiver. As it 
was...Elaine felt an overwhelming 
desire to unburden herself to this 
nice newcomer. This man who would 
be her protector from all that. 

She produced a shy smile. ‘It... 
it’s not only Christine he’s dealt 
with.’ 

‘No?’ queried James Lambton. 

Not without hesitation and 
moments of hot embarrassment 
Elaine told the whole tale. Of what 
had been so devastatingly done to 
her own tail. The Reverend Lambton 
heard it with mounting excitement. 
He uttered sounds of sympathy — 
while he felt only heady arousal. 

‘Did he actually...er...lower your 
knickers...?’ 

Hot-faced Elaine shook her head. 
“But...well, it was virtually as bad. I 
mean...they’re very thin and also... 
well, brief.’ 

James Lambton, fairly quivering, 
made commiserating sounds. 

‘Have another crumpet,’ invited 
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his hostess. He declined, he had 
done very well. James Lambton was 
still thinking of Elaine’s description 
of what had happened in Room 4c. 
He was thinking also of what he 
himself had been instructed to do in 
that same room. 

‘Ah...Elaine...’ 

'"Yes..Jim.' It was rather 
exciting calling a clergyman by his 
Christian name. He really was a nice 
man, so sympathetic. What a 
difference from Mr Dowling. So 
natural and umpompous. Well, just 
imagine pompous Mr  Dowling 
wearing plimsolls with his suit. As 
Elaine thought these glowing, 
warming thoughts the Reverend 
Lambton, was required to do with 
Miss Elaine Dickens. 


With all those glowing thoughts 
it took a lot to get the message 
across. Even when James Lambton 
got to the stage of spelling it out, 
Elaine's mind just could not accept 
It. 

Tm afraid those are my 
instructions, Elaine. Of course, I 
shall be doing it for the best possible 
reasons; for your own good. I need 
not say that I shall not enjoy it one 
iota. But I have simply no choice in 
the matter.” 


He smiled, a reassuring clergy- 
man's smile. It was finally getting 
through to Elaine. She shook her 
head. 

‘I’m to do it in that room — 4C. 
That's where he deals with the girls, 
I hear. And I think you said that was 
where he dealt with you, my dear.’ 

Elaine said Yes in a distracted 
manner. Was this nice Reverend 
Lambton really saying all this...? 

Reverend Lambton locked the 
door. They were in room 4C and that 
was the  Headmaster's normal 


procedure when he had a girl or 
young member of staff in here, and 
the Reverend Lambton had been 
advised to do likewise. Disciplining 
of females was a serious business 
and one did not wish interruptions. 
Elaine had been brought here 
straight from her room, straight 
from that cosy tea-and-tea cakes 
session. 


“We may as well make a start 
right away, James Lambton had 
said, keeping the eagerness out of 
his voice. Poor Elaine was really in 
no state to argue. What he was 
saying had finally got fully through 
to her but at the same time it was not 
easy to believe it. Could such a nice 
man really be going to act just like 
awful Mr Dowling? 

It seemed he could. Elaine stood 
forlornly, incongruously wearing her 
academic gown. Reverend Lambton 
had told her to bring it and put it on. 
"To formalise proceedings.' Also 
incongruously there was a book of 
music on the floor. Lying 
abandoned. Had the Head been 
making some hapless Sixth Former 
sing as he caned her? 


But there was not time for such 
thoughts as that. Mr Lambton was 
now sitting on the chair, and 
indicating that Elaine was to get over 
his lap. She looked weakly at him. 
Was it possible that Reverend 
Lambton might listen to pleading? 
Abjectly she tried...Could he not 
merely say he had done it; but in 
fact... 

James Lambton smiled a smug 
and godly smile. ‘You wouldn’t want 
me to lie, Elaine, I am sure.’ She felt 
almost ashamed of suggesting it. 
‘Come on, my dear, just remember 
we are all in the hands of the One 
above.’ 


Elaine's bottom at least was very 
shortly in the hands of the Reverend 
Lambton. He grabbed up the tail of 
her gown and then her skirt. Elaine 
had chosen today, for no particular 
reason, to wear a sexy white 
suspender belt and dark nylons, and 
a very brief pair of white nylon 
knickers. A truly enticing sight. 
James Lambton, in not all a godly 
manner, grabbed and groped. 

The brief knickers were grabbed 
down and there was Elaine's bottom 
in all its bare and magnificent 
splendour; twin moons of succulent 
flesh, ripe for — well, whatever was 
needed. What was needed was 
chastisement. Miss Dickens, on the 
Head's instruction, had to be 
disciplined. Sweet and attractive 
though she might be she might be 
she must clearly be made to suffer, 
to feel keen pain in those ripe 
hemispheres. 

James Lambton crashed his hand 
down, as hard as he could. There 
was a resounding Splatt! and the 
meat of one ripe cheek was 
momentarily flattened. Elaine 
Dickens produced a whimpering 
gasp. The sharply stinging pain was 
perhaps not quite as desperately bad 
as the sizzling cut of Mr Dowling's 
cane but there was now the added 
fact that she was displaying a bared 
bottom. The Reverend Lambton's 
hand splatted down on her bare and 
intimate regions, as if she were a 
naughty schoolgirl. Elaine felt she 
could die from the sheer shame of it 
— quite apart from the shocking 
pain. 

James Lambton continued as he 
had begun, a solid, heavy barrage 
onto the fleshy cheeks. Elaine 
Dickens struggled in  impotent 
desperatior. She jerked her bottom. 
Her legs came swinging up. One 
hand came up off the floor and back 
in an attempt at protection — but her 
tormentor simply twisted it behind 
her and kept going. Some time later 
he changed his position, getting 
Elaine over one thigh with his right 
leg twisted round her. Now she 
could hardly move at all. the hand 
kept cracking down. 

Back in Miss Dickens's room 
some little while later Reverend 
Lambton asked, 'How are you 
feeling now?' Elaine shook her head, 
not yet ready for rational speech. 
She felt just devastated. She had 
hardly been able to walk along the 
corridor from room 4C and had been 
conscious, vaguely, of one or two 
girls looking curiously at her. How 
could nice Reverend Lambton be 
quite so vicious? And what was he 
doing now? 

James Lambton was taking off 
her skirt. He was in a state of arousal 
even more acute than with that 
Susan Peachey. On that occasion 


being as it were in /oco parentis 
regarding 16-year-old Susan there 
had been nothing for it but to commit 
the sin of Onan: to spill his deed on 
the ground as it were, or at least onto 
the floor of the loo. But he wasn't in 
loco parentis regarding Miss Elaine 
Dickens who was a full grown 23 
year old. Of course it would be 
another sin — fornication — at times 
sinning was not completely 
avoidable. 

‘No!’ breathed Elaine, becoming 
aware of what the Reverend 
Lambton might now have in mind. 

But that reverend gentleman 
clearly was not to be deterred. Oh 
dear, could it possibly be true? 
Having suffered that dreadful 
business in room 4C, Elaine was now 
to be ravished... 

Elaine was not quite a virgin but 
equally she was not the sort of girl 
who got herself on the Pill or any- 
thing. And Reverend Lambton...? 

'Are you...using something...?' 
she gasped into his ear. 

For the moment the Reverend 
Lambton, well inserted and moving 
rhythmically, was not speaking. 
Later though, shortly, when he had 
finished, he admitted he had not. 

What was a girl to do? Clearly 


nothing about that occasion except 
hope and pray.  But...James 
Lambton made it clear he would not 
be content with just this once. In 
desperation Elaine consulted 
Christine Crawshaw. 'It's...my boy- 
friend,” she told Christine. “He... 
well, I can't control him at times.” 
This was not true. Elaine could 
control her boyfriend very well, 
but she could hardly say it was the 
Reverend Lambton. Christine gave 
her a hard look and then went to a 
cupboard. She produced a packet of 
contraceptives. She could tell Elaine 
where to get further supplies, she 
said. 

Well that at least was something. 
You would think of course that with 
Elaine allowing that favour, or at 
least being forced to allow it, James 
Lambton might forget about the 
disciplining. But he did not, he said 
it was his duty to continue. He made 
Elaine go to room 4C and wait for 
him with her skirt pulled up and her 
knickers down. Reverend Lambton 
also now progressed beyond merely 
using his hand. He had got a cane 
from the Headmaster, and also a 
nasty leather strap. 

Who would think a man of God 
could behave in such a manner? 


‘I shall have to body search you, Miss.” 

The young nurse, in her pale blue 
uniform with white collar and cuffs, took a 
step back from the caretaker. Anger as well 
as fear flickered in her blue eyes. 

‘You? Body search me?’ She. regarded 
the paunchy, middle-aged figure with the 
utmost distaste. 

‘That’s right, Miss. Sister’s orders. 
Anyone coming from the Store Room at this 
time of night has to be searched. 

‘By you? I don’t believe it!’ 

‘Perhaps you'd prefer I took you straight 
down to the station then, Miss. Then some 
nice lady copper can search you. But I must 
warn you, they take a rather serious view of 
drug stealing.’ 

Fear now overwhelmed the anger in those 
blue eyes. Colour mounted slowly in soft 
cheeks. ‘O-oh...you wouldn't do that!” 

‘And why not, might I ask? Sister has 
informed me that two lots of Diamorphine 
have been missing from the drugs cabinet in 
the last fortnight. And Diamorphine is just 
another way of saying Heroin. Oh yes, it's 
serious alright.” George Beamish was 
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bubbling inwardly. She must have got it on 
her, he said to himself. Otherwise she would 
already have told him to go to Hell - or would 
have been quite happy to go down to the 
station. Wicked little bitch, yet she looked as 
if butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth. He 
nodded towards the locker room on the 
opposite side of the passageway. ‘In there, I 
think, Miss.’ 

The colour in those cheeks deepened. 
‘Oh...oh how can you do this to me? It...it's 
not r-right...’ 

‘Orders,’ said George brusquely. ‘And 
you've got a nerve, young lady, telling me 
what's right and wrong. In you go.' He felt 
his nerves tingle as the girl brushed past 
him. This was going to be a bit of alright. He 
closed the door and turned the key...seeing 
her begin to look really scared. 'I reckon they 
could well give you five years for drug- 
stealing,' he said. 'Maybe more, since you're 
in a responsible position.” 

*Oh no!” It was a wail. She covered her 
face with her hands. 

‘I think I'll have the keys first,’ said 
George. He could see them outlined in her 
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pocket and deftly snatched them out. 'Clever 
of you to get these copied, Miss. Like to tell 
me how you managed it?” 

‘No! She almost spat the word out. 

‘Alright then. I expect I'll find out sooner 
or later. Name of White, isn't it? Sandra 
White? Probation Nurse?' 

“You seem to know it all...’ 

‘I make it my business,’ said George 
solemnly. 'Take off that uniform.” 

Blue eyes blazed. ‘I w-won't!' 

‘OK. Then I'll take it off for you. Or take 
you down to the station. I mean it, girl.’ 

With a sudden movement, the girl 
pushed her hands up under her skirt and, a 
moment or two later, withdrew them, 


holding a small white box. Pushed the stuff 


into her knickers, thought George. 

‘Here you are then,’ she said. ‘Now let 
me out of here!' 

George sat down on one of the bench 
seats, took out a battered oblong tin and 
began to roll himself a cigarette. 'So you 
think that's all there is to it, do you, Sandra?' 
It was rather nice to use her name like that. 
Sort of intimate. 

‘What do you mean?’ Cheeky and 
defiant, for all her meek and mild looks. 

‘I mean,’ said George slowly. ‘That 
having stolen drugs and got caught, you're 
going to get away with it scot free. That's 
what you think?” 

"Well...I...l've given them back.’ The girl 
looked uneasy. As well she might. 

‘Not quite the point,’ said 
lighting a thin, wrinkled cigarette. 

‘What are you going to do about it then?” 

George expelled a stream of evil-smelling 
smoke. ‘I’, he said, ‘am going to smack your 


George, 


bottom so hard you won't be able to tell the 
difference between Christmas and Easter...’ 

"W-what? Are you crazy?” 

‘Sister's idea,’ said George complacently. 
And untruthfully, of course. ‘Thought it 
might be better than bringing in the Law. 
Give the Hospital a bad name, that would.’ 

‘I...I won't let you...’ The girl made a 
dash for the door but George, surprisingly 
agile for a man of his size, was quick to bar 
her way. He took the key from the lock and 
put it in his pocket. 

*A good smack bottom is better than five 
years in jail,’ he said. ‘I think you'd agree on 
that, Sandra.’ 

Once more the girl buried her face in her 
hands and now it was she who sat down on 
the bench seat, beginning to sob quietly. 
'Oh...mmmff...oh...mmmfff... I wish I 
hadn't d-done it...mmmmnffff....Oh I wish 
I hadn't..." 

‘I bet you do,’ said George. He rubbed 
his hands together with something like 
relish. It wasn't every day a man got to 
smacking an 18 year old's bottom! 'Still, it's 
done...and you've got to pay for it. I’ll have 
that uniform off now.’ 

It took Sandra White over five minutes to 
comply with George's instructions. Not 
surprisingly, for she was a rather shy girl. It 
would have been bad enough before any 
stranger, male or female, but alone in that 
place with this horrible old man (as she 
thought of him) it was far, far worse. George, 
however, was alternately persuasive and 
threatening, as well as being imaginatively 
descriptive of the inside of a woman's prison. 

"Those places are run by Dykes, so they 
tell me,’ he said at one point. ‘Not very nice 
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It wasn't every day a 
man got to smacking 
an 18 year old?s 
bottom! 


for a young lady like you to have to do what 
they say. There's no way out.” 

*D-Dykes...?” 

‘Lesbians,’ said George in a matter-of- 
fact way, seeing the girl shudder. 

*L...I don't know what you mean...’ 

*I think you do, Sandra. Now, don't try 
my patience any longer. Get that uniform 
off.” How simple a uniform it was, he 
thought, yet how charming in its own way, 
especially when clinging to such a budding 
figure. 

*Must I? Oh my God...must I?’ 

‘Yes...if you know what's good for you.’ 

George watched with mounting pleasure 
as the disrobing began. A belt unfastened; 
buttons undone. Then, to a great deal of 
sobbing, the uniform pulled up and over the 
head. Oh my God, those lovely thighs! And 
those tight little white briefs! Superb. The 
apple-round breasts were held in a white-net 
bra. Delicious. Oh look at those rosy-pink 
nipples poking! Enchanting. 

The pale blue and white uniform fell to 
the floor and Sandra hung her head, folding 
her arms across her thrusting breasts. 'Th- 
this...is...is...oh my God...it's outrageous...’ 

“How about stealing Heroin? Destroying 
young peoples' lives? Isn't that outrageous?” 
The girl remained silent...and George 
reckoned he had proved his point. Moreover, 
and even more exciting, he felt he had got 
her going his way. Prepared to accept the 
punishment he proposed, rather than face a 
Court and a certain prison sentence. How 
marvellous it was going to be to wallop her 
just as hard as he liked. They were down in 
the basement of the Hospital; no one would 
hear no matter how much she yelled. And he 
certainly intended to make her yell. 

"This...th-this is...is indecent assault...I 
c-could have the Law on you...’ 

George simply couldn't help laughing. 
"Try it, Sandra, and see where it gets you. 
Straight into that prison run by Dykes!' He 
really had got her in the palm of his hand, 
had he not? Pure Heaven. 'Come here, my 
girl. l'm going to give you what you 
deserve!” 

‘Oh  no...please...no...no...000! He 
sensed that she still didn't really believe that 
he was going to do it. That, somehow, she 
would get off. That the unthinkable couldn't 
happen. Not to her. 

Dear oh dear, how mistaken she was! 

‘I told you to come here.’ George had now 
re-seated himself on the bench, his acrid 
cigarette expunged. He watched, pulses 
throbbing, as the girl moved towards him. 
What a ripe, young body. He hadn’t seen 
anything resembling it for ages. What a little 
darling! So foolish to behave as she had 
done. So suitably spankable. He didn’t even 
give a damn if Sister did hear of it. Wasn’t he 
about to save the Hospital’s good name? 

Then she was close. He caught the young 
female scent of her. Saw her shivering shame 
and fear. His loins seemed to be aglow. He 
grabbed her. Felt the warm, resilient 
softness. Heard her shriek. Hauling her 
down over his thighs. Feeling her struggle, 
seeing her kick. Oh...lovely! 

‘You are a criminal, Sandra White. I hope 
you realise that.' George felt his throat tight, 
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his voice thick. Do you realise, also, Sandra 
White, he said to himself, that you have the 
most seductively smackable bottom 
imaginable? So plumply curving. Round, 
creamy buttock cheeks. With those tiny 
white briefs clinging. 

‘You b-bbe....east...you beast!’ 

Oh yes, the girl was quite distraught. It 
was understandable. First, caught in the act. 
Nasty that. Then finding herself locked in a 
room with a middle-aged old perv. like 
himself. And having to submit to what he 
wanted! No wonder she was distraught. 

“Would you like to take your knickers off? 
Or shall I do it for you?’ 

‘Stoo....0000ppp it...I c-can't bear it!’ 

“Can't bear what, Sandra? I haven't 
started yet.' George gazed down avidly at the 
swelling curves right before. Curves divided 
by a deep cleft. Never, he thought, could any 
man have looked upon a more delectable 
dish. Yes...dish was the right word...for that 
young bottom looked positively eatable. AII 
the same, on this occasion, it was not going 
to be eaten. It was going to be slapped and 
slapped until it was oven-hot! 

‘I asked you a question. Are you going to 
take your knickers off?' 

'Stoo....oooopppp...you can't do this... 
to...m-me!' 


‘Oh well.’ George sighed. ‘Since you 
won't do it, I must.’ And with that, he didn't 
pull those little briefs down but ripped them 
off in one single movement. 

There it was. The girl’s bottom. Quite 
naked. Soft and quivering. Helplessly 
awaiting his hand. Oh my God, what a 
spanking he was going to give her! And, he 
thought joyfully, with the evidence he had in 
his possession, that would just be the 
beginning of it. Ravishing vistas undulated 
into the distance. 

‘You bastard...ooohhh....I’ll 
for...for this...’ 

Once again George couldn’t help himself 
laughing. ‘Is that so, my dear child, is that 
so. 


kill you 


Then he began to smack the bared bottom 
presented helpless before him. Left cheek, 
right cheek, left cheek, right cheek, centre. 
Left cheek, right cheek, centre. Oh the joy of 
that! The exquisite feel of it! How she yelled, 
how she squirmed and kicked! Again...again 
again..again! Now there wasn't just the 
shame of it - the shame of naked exposure - 
now there was the pain of it - the pain 
produced by a broad palm hardened on 
account of years of labouring work. 

Smack! Smack! Smack! 
'Yee...aaggg....stop it for God's sake... 


How she yelled, h 
she squirmed and 
kicked! 
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that's enough!' 

George grinned contentedly. 'Silly girl,' 
he said, 'l've only just started on you. 
Tonight you're going to learn what a good 
spanking feels like!” 

His broad palm rose and fell with 
resounding force. 

Again! Again! Again! 

That plumply curvaceous bottom was 
changing from pink to red. In some areas it 
was almost violet. Sandra, still threshing and 
kicking wildly, continued to shriek without 
restraint. Never in her life had she thought 
she would experience such pain. Never 
imagined such pain possible! In a mind 
ablaze with pain, it flashed upon her that a 
long prison sentence would be preferable. 

Smack! Smack! Smack! 

Her voice was hoarse with screeches and 
unheeded pleas. It couldn't go on! It 
couldn't! Yet it did... 

Smack! Smack! Smack! 

George's plump cheeks were beginning 
to get as highly coloured as Sandra's bottom. 
His chest was heaving, his breath rasping. 
Yet, such was his delight, he could not bring 
himself to stop. Would he ever again be able 
to smack an 18 year old's bottom? Maybe... 
but unlikely. So, get on with it. 

She was no longer pleading. Just making 
squealing sounds. Hyena-like sounds. Still 
squirming madly, though. Bottom all 
a-judder. And oh, what a bottom it was! 

George suddenly felt a sort of swimmy 
sensation and, at the same time, realised 
that even his hardened palm felt red-hot. He 
stopped slapping that lovely young bottom 
and slumped forward, breathing heavily, 
mouth slackly open. He did not know it, but 
he made quite a disgusting spectacle. 

His hands and fingers began to fumble 
lasciviously between that hot and throbbing 
cleft. Sandra, weak, sobbing and moaning, 
became suddenly galvanised. She spun 
upwards and, with the last remnants of 
her strength, smashed a fist into George's 
face. 

"That was unwise, Sandra...' George had 
calmed down since the end of the spanking - 
some ten minutes ago. Sandra was standing 
in another row of cubicles, her hands 
pressing to her pulsating buttock cheeks. 
How could such pain be? “I still have the 
evidence.” 

An icicle of terror went through Sandra's 
brain. It did not compensate for the roaring 
furnace of her bottom. She sobbed, feeling 
dirty and defeated. George listened 
contentedly. 

‘I want to see you here same time next 
week,’ he said. He stood up, keeping his 
voice loud and firm. ‘No arguments, girl! I 
haven’t finished with you yet. Not by a long 
chalk.” The sobbing was still going on. A 
hopeless kind of sobbing. Very girlish. 
‘Understand me, Sandra? Same time, same 
place, next week. Or else!’ 

Sobbing, sobbing, sobbing... 

George unlocked the door and strolled 
down the echoing corridor. It seemed to him 
that he was on to a very good thing. 

Very...as he walked away his thoughts 
were already on next week’s session... 
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“Being a Prefect is of course a 
signal honour, said the Head- 
master. “It brings many privileges 
within the school and undoubted 
advantages when a girl leaves. But 
in accepting these advantages she is 
also expected to do what she can for 
the school. Little services etc.’ 


Christine Bilton, seated with 
50ish Mr Astley in his office, said of 
course she would be more than 
happy to do anything. Did a certain 
shrewd look come into the head's 
eye at that ‘anything’? Christine was 
certainly a most attractive girl, a 
pretty blue-eyed blonde, taller than 
average and with a ripe, womanly 
figure. Physical attributes, face and 
figure, were undoubtedly taken into 
consideration when the Head chose a 
Prefect; indeed it could be said that 
they were the prime considerations. 
Such attributes could be put to 
excellent use by the school. Those 
little services... 

Christine was at present wearing 
her school uniform, as was to be 
expected on a school afternoon. 
Blue-and-white check frock; a pale 
blue blazer, to the cuffs of which she 
would now be entitled to add a 
Prefect's silver piping. The blue 
check frock stopped short at nyloned 
knees. Nylons of course, for all Sixth 
Form girls, they added a touch of 
elegance. Seamed sheer brown 
nylons tautly fastened with a 
suspender belt under the blue cotton 
skirt. Yes, Christine Bilton was a 
very attractive proposition, 17 now 
and just entered the Upper Sixth. 
Robert Astley had had his eye on her 
for some time but a girl had to be in 
the Upper Sixth to be a Prefect. It 
was only then, he considered, that a 
girl had sufficient maturity to handle 
those extra duties required of that 
office. Those little services for one 
thing. 

The Head got to his feet and 
Christine did likewise. He shook her 
hand in congratulation. ‘Fiona 
Edwards will give you details of, 
ah...this and that, Christine.’ Fiona 
was Head Girl. ‘We try to run things 
like a close little club and of course I 
must state that a lot of things to do 
with the, er, club are very 


confidential. The Prefect body is, as 
you might say, a closed elite.” 

Mr Astley's hand let go of 
Christine's and in his friendly 
manner slid round Christine's waist. 
He chatted on a bit, about 
Christine’s subjects, English and 
History. As he did so the hand slid 
down from Christine’s waist and 
onto her bottom. It was a full, firm 
bottom, contained in a pair of brief 
knickers under the thin cotton frock. 
As he talked Mr Astley jiggled one 
cheek and then the other, as if he 
had come across two ripe and juicy 
fruit and was testing their firmness 
and weight. 

Christine, perhaps flushing 
slightly, nonetheless stood still and 
acted as if nothing was happening as 
her bottom was jiggled by the 
Head’s hand. Mr Astley was known 
to be partial to pretty girls and by the 
age of 17 pretty girls also knew that 
he was partial to bottoms. It was just 
Mr Astley’s way. And it was also a 
fact that pretty, shapely girls tended 
to be made Prefect. There was not 
therefore a lot of point in showing 
dissent. 
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‘Congrats!’ said Fiona Edwards. 
"Welcome to the club. I assume old 
Astley gave you the lowdown?’ 

Christine said, ‘Well, uh, he said 
you'd fill in the details. He mostly 
went on about it being an honour and 
all that.’ 

‘Take a seat,’ said Fiona, and 
Christine sat down in one of the 
armchairs. 

They were in the Prefects’ Room 
where no one else was allowed to 
enter. Well, Mr Astley could, of 
course, but no one else not even 
other members of staff. There were 
deep armchairs and a sofa and a cosy 
fire crackling in the grate. Very 
snug. Two other Prefects, Joanne 
Summerly and Liz Webster, were in 
there as well and they also said 
‘Congratulations’ to Christine. 

‘Well, it’s not only an honour,’ 
said Fiona. ‘You can make a bit of 
money as well. Quite legit. The Head 
allows us to keep 10 per cent, the 
rest has got to go to the School 
Fund.’ 

Christine looked somewhat 
bewildered. 

‘The assignments,’ said Fiona. 
‘Dates, if you want to call them that. 
Your little services for the school.’ 

Christine was still not a lot the 
wiser. ‘What are these...services? 
And...who do we do them for?’ 

Joanne, a pretty blonde who had 
been a Prefect since last year, 
laughed. ‘The two 64,000 dollar 
questions!’ 

‘Yes well,’ said Fiona. ‘The 
services can be almost anything. I 
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mean babysitting for instance or any 
other sort of help.” 

That didn't really seem to add 
up. Keeping 10 per cent of a 
babysitting fee was not something to 
get excited about. Christine looked 
wonderingly at the others. 

Joanne gave a cackly laugh. 'He 
pays a special price. For the extras.” 

“Extras...?” 

‘OK,’ said Fiona. ‘Letting him 
smack your bum, that sort of thing. 
A lot of men will pay a very good 
price if a good-looking girl lets them 
take her knickers down and smack 
her bum.” 

Christine's face gradually 
reddened. It was not easy for your 
mind to take...all of a sudden. But 
gradually...Yes it made more sense. 
Unbelievable though it might be. 
“You mean...” 

‘Spanking mostly,’ said Fiona. ‘I 
mean you can offer whatever service 
you like, if you know what I mean. 
Joanne does, don’t you, Jo dear?’ 

Joanne made a face. ‘Don’t be a 
bloody pig, Fi.’ 

‘Anyway,’ continued the Head 
Girl, ‘everyone in the Prefect’s Club 
has got to agree to at least spanking. 
It’s not a lot to ask, is it? To take 
your knickers down for the good old 
school.’ 

Joanne and Liz giggled. 
Christine said ‘Christ!’ She couldn’t 
think of much else to say. So this was 
why old Astley had been so coy 
about ‘little services’ to the school, 
while he jiggled away at her bottom. 
It was her bottom that Christine was 
supposed to put to use in the 
Prefects’ Club. 

She licked her lips. ‘Uh...it’s a 
bit of a shock...I don’t know that I...’ 

‘There’s no backing out.’ Fiona’s 
voice was sharp. ‘You’ve been 
picked and that's it. The Head will 
see that you won't ever get a job 
when you leave if you won't 
co-operate. You'l never get a 
reference - or at least only a bloody 
awful one.’ 

Christine’s flush deepened. 
Getting a job and needing a 
reference were facts of life, things 
not to be argued about. ‘Uh, no...I 
wasn't actually, uh, thinking of 
backing out. It's just...well, I never 
realised.’ 

‘It’s kept extremely hush-hush,’ 
Fiona told her. ‘Naturally. I mean 
there are a lot of interfering people 
around. So you will have to keep 
strict silence, Christine Bilton. 
Nothing to that boyfriend, for 
instance.’ 

Colouring afresh, Christine said 
‘Of course.’ It was still difficult to 
fully accept. And what had Fiona 
meant about Joanne and other 
services? Cripes! The mind boggled. 
Christine wasn’t a virgin, she and 


Simon had...just a couple of times. 
Butt. 

‘Uh, how does it...I mean how 
do we...?' 

Joanne smirked. 'Fiona is the 
organiser. She's got lists. And phone 
numbers. Haven't you, Fi? I should 
think you'll be in great demand, 
young Christine. I mean, a good- 
looking blonde with a nice big 
fat bum.' 

“Don't be a pig,' Christine said 
weakly. 

‘No bickering please, girls.’ 
Fiona had got to her feet. She went 
to a cupboard which proved to 
contain a bottle of sherry and 
glasses. “We'll drink to our new 
colleague.' The sherry was poured. 
*May she be happy and content in 
her Prefect's duties.' Joanne gave a 
hooting laugh. Christine choked a 
little on her drink. What would she 
tell her mother...or Simon. But the 
answer of course was nothing. She 
wasn't allowed to. And in any case... 


Number 10 Fairfield Avenue. It 
was at the other end of town from 
Christine's house and she rode over 
on her bike. She was due to be there 
at 6.30 and she had told her mother 
she was going round to her friend 
Peggy’s. Christine had on her school 
raincoat, putting it on in her room 
and then walking out past her 
mother with her heart in her mouth. 
It was as if her mother had X-ray 
eyes whose gaze could penetrate the 
blue raincoat and see underneath. 
That awful maid's outfit. 

Fiona had said, 'You can put it on 
when you get there but he might get 
ideas when you start taking your 
clothes off. Of course maybe you'd 
like him to get ideas, Christine!” 
Numbly Christine had said she 
would put it on before, at home. 

The maid's outfit had come from 
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that shop that dealt in such things. 
This man, Mr Slater, had specified 
what he wanted and it had been 
hired. Christine had gone to collect it 
but he was paying for it of course. It 
came with a set of really sexy 
underwear. The man in the shop had 
been almost licking his lips as he 
held up each item for Christine to 
see: black sexy half-bra, matching 
lacy black suspender belt, white 
French knickers... 

‘Is it for a play...or perhaps a 
party?” he asked. Christine, not 
wishing to think about it said it was a 
kind of party. 

She had it all on now: the maid's 
outfit with the sexy underwear, her 
own black high-heeled court shoes - 
all under her blue  gabardine 
raincoat, as she cycled to Number 10 
Fairfield Avenue. It was her first 
“little service”. Christine felt pretty 
awful - terrible in fact. Joanne, it 
seemed, had also been to Mr Slater 
to be a maid for an evening. 

Joanne had rolled her eyes and 
pinched Christine’s arm when 
Christine got the assignment. ‘Mr 
Slater is quite something, Christine. 
Not one of these old fumbling fogies; 
not all that old and very masculine. 
Very aggressive!’ 

Christine had felt like running off 
and hiding somewhere, but that was 
not really on. So here she was on her 
bike and here very shortly was 
Fairfield Avenue. Number 10... 

It was detached, set back from 
the road. A substantial house: the 
home of someone who could afford to 
pay for his little pleasures in life. 
Christine shivered but nonetheless 
wheeled her bike up the driveway. 
Parked it. Rang the doorbell... 

‘Ah hello! Christine is it?’ 

Christine nodded, struck dumb, 
remembering what Joanne had said. 
Very aggressive. He did have a hard 
face, like some sort of villain on TV. 
She was in the hallway now and he 
was fumbling at her coat, at the 
buttons. Christine took it off and 
there she was in this brightly-lit hall 
in this humiliating maid’s uniform. 

‘Oh yes,’ he said, eyes keenly 
going over her. ‘A little maid from 
school, eh? Quite a nice little 
package.’ 

Christine squealed as his hands 
reached out and grabbed her tits, 
squeezing them in strong fingers. As 
she twisted and squirmed he gave a 
harsh laugh and Christine squealed 
again, a high-pitched urgent yelp. 
One hand had gone down and had 
taken hold of her pussy through the 
thin skirt and apron. The squeal rose 
to even higher pitch as fingers 
clutched deep between her thighs. 
Hot-faced, Christine struggled 
frantically - while Mr Slater merely 
laughed. 

‘I thought you big girls liked it 


being felt!’ He had finally let go. 

Christine was quite shell- 
shocked; she had not expected 
anything quite like this. 

‘Your first time, isn’t it?’ _ 

Red-faced, she nodded. He had a 
hard voice to go with his looks. 
Really scary. Christine was shaking 
all over. How could he just grab her 
like that! 

‘So I’m the lucky fellow to get 
you first, eh? Well that is nice.’ 

He grabbed Christine’s arm, 
turning her round. This time an 
uncompromising hand shot up the 
back of the short skirt. Up beyond 
the nylon tops to the full bare thighs 
above and then on to those sexy 
white French knickers. 

'Aaaoooowww! !' 

Mr Slater had delivered a 
viciously sharp pinch to the full flesh 
of one bottom cheek. 

He took his hand away and 
slapped her bottom. ‘Right, young 
lady. Let’s get you to work, eh. 
You’re supposed to do your little 
duties while you’re here. Know how 
to make coffee, do you?’ 

In the kitchen Mr Slater showed 
her where things were. Christine 
was to make coffee and take it into 
him. He told her how he wanted it 
but it wasn’t easy to concentrate; 
and then her hands were shaking so 
much they would scarcely function. 
With what he had done already what 
was to come didn’t bear thinking 
about. 

He was seated in an armchair 
when Christine went in on trembling 
legs. There was a little table next to 
him - clearly where her tray had to 
be put down. She approached warily, 
hoping to stay away from those awful 
hands. But she was being rather too 
hopeful. 

‘No, Christine, round here: in 
front of me. Don’t you know that a 
maid always stands so that her 
bottom is convenient for her 
master’s hand?’ 

Christine forced herself to move 
round. 

‘That’s it. Good. Now lean 
forward. Bend from the waist.’ His 
hand slid up behind. ‘That’s better. 
A well-trained maid should know all 
this, of course.’ The hand groped 
Christine’s bottom...and then went 
in between her legs...Somehow she 
managed not to send tray and coffee 
flying. 

Out in the kitchen again, when 
Mr Slater had finally let her go, 
there was a pile of washing-up in the 
sink to do. But anything was better 
than getting close to Mr Slater and 
those terrible hands for once 
washing up seemed almost a 
pleasure to the devastated Christine. 
Mr Slater came into the kitchen just 
as she finished. 

Grabbing her from behind, two 


hands at her bottom. 

"That's good, my dear. And now 
its time for getting down to 
business. The maid’s daily 
spanking. Maids always have a daily 
spanking; did you know that?’ The 
hands were very busy. They were 
quite different hands from Mr 
Astley’s lightly jiggling ones: much 
more urgent. 

‘Go back in the lounge, 
Christine, and wait there for me. I 
want you standing by my chair with 
your knickers down and I want this 
dress unbuttoned and pulled down 
so that your tits are out. Is that 
clear?’ 


‘Everything all right, Christine?’ 
inquired the Head. ‘Everything all 
right in the Prefects’ Club?’ 

Christine managed a ‘Yes sir’. It 
was the day after, mid-morning 
break. The day after that horrendous 
visit to Mr Slater. She had already 
seen Fiona this morning and Fiona 
has asked virtually the same 
question ie how had it gone with 
Mr Slater. Christine had not been 
able to bring herself to answer. 

‘Sorry about that,’ Fiona had 
said. ‘He can be a bit awful, I know. 
Most of them aren’t that bad. 
Actually it was Joanne. She rang him 
and told him we had a new Prefect 
and then he insisted on you. I 
couldn’t really refuse.’ 

‘I hear you did your first little, 
ah, duty,’ continued the 
Headmaster. Somehow Christine 
managed another ‘Yes Sir.’ 

‘Maid’s duty, I hear.’ Mr Astley 
seemed to be very well informed. 

‘I don’t suppose you’ve been able 
to take that outfit back yet?’ That 
clearly had to be correct. Christine 
was returning it after school. 

‘I tell you what,’ said the Head, 
eyes glinting, ‘Come and see me 
after school. I can give you a lift.’ 

Mr Astley did give Christine a lift 
after school but not to the shop. 
Instead he drove her to his own 
house. ‘We’ll have a nice cup of tea,” 
he told her. His eyes were on the bag 
which contained the maid’s outfit. In 
his lounge he said, ‘No need to worry 
about rushing it back this afternoon. 
We can keep it for another night.’ 

And then he said the inevitable, 
what by now Christine knew very 
well he was going to say. 

"What I should like, Christine, is 
for you to put it on for me. Do you 
think you could do that?” 

When it was your Headmaster 
and sometime in the not too distant 
future you were going to need a 
reference, well, a girl did not have a 
lot of choice. 

“You can put it on in here. No one 
else is going to come in.” 


“Gee, Truffles you 
really are a sweety.’ 


When Basil, 'Uncle Basil', promised 
Miranda a pony riding holiday at the 
stables of his old friend Truffles, she was 
so taken aback with excitement that any 
pretence of demure behaviour befitting a 
well brought up young miss .of sixteen 
completely vanished. 

'Gee Basil' and only recently had 
Miranda become bold enough to call her 
step-uncle by his first name alone, 'Gee 
Basil you are the tops; can't wait!’ 

“Hope you can’ riposted Basil with a 
chuckle. ‘Don’t want any puddles on my 
best Tabriz’. ‘Silly Moo’ giggled Miranda 
‘Don’t mean that’ Miranda could not 
conceal her giggles. ‘Just have to try the 
kit on.’ ‘What kit?’ asked Basil all 
innocent. 

‘The riding kit; Can’t go on a pony 
riding holiday without a kit, can 1?” Basil 
had to admit the logic. ‘Seen the parcel.’ 

Basil was taken aback by his niece’s 
excitement and perception. That very 
morning he had taken himself off to the 
Emporium and at no little expense kitted 
Miranda out with a brand new riding 
outfit. 

Miranda grabbed at the world famous 
green shopping bag. Dumped it before her 
and without further ado, fitted herself into 
the togs for her week’s holiday as a riding 
pupil. 

‘Just have to try the new outfit on 
Uncle Basil!’ 

Basil, who had noticed of late 
that Miranda was not averse to teasing him 
with glimpses of her teenage charms 
delighted at his niece's impromtu strip- 
tease. She rummaged in the dark green 
bag and brought out triumphantly a 
Tattersall check shirt, yellow stock, a 
whippy crop and a pair of all-leather black 
boots. Miranda just had to try them all on. 

Her school uniform was thrown to the 
floor; the striped tie of St Angelas, 
together with virgin white blouse and 
pleated navy mini skirt. From under 
hooded eyes Basil letched as his niece's 
tits pushed against the tight-stretched 
vest, while below fair hairs escaped from 
the pouched vee of her knickers. 

Miranda turned her back to her uncle in 
mock modesty. She knew what a pretty 
little picture she made, to be sure. Her 
knickers were pulled tight into the crease 
of her bum and she wriggled into the skin 
tight jods. ‘Like it uncle’? Miranda giggled 
as she turned with a loin raising display. 

‘Very, nice, yes | like it a lot.’ Miranda 
pulled on her checked shirt and buttoned it 
coquettishly over peeping tits. Basil 
commanded Miranda to sit down. 

‘Right my gal. | have arranged for you 
to start on Monday with my old friend, 
Truffles. Runs the riding school at the next 
village you know.’ 

‘Now as | remember Truffles runs a 
tight little ship and can be a bit of a tarter 
so make sure you behave.’ 

‘Of course uncle, of course | shall 
behave but if not, what then?’ 

‘If not’, Basil pulled Miranda towards 
him. ‘If not, that little botty of yours will be 
feeling this.” Basil’s hand came down 


lightly on his niece’s bottom and then 
again but not so lightly...Miranda giggled 
at the promise of punishment and smirked 
as the hand of her naughty uncle played 
idly at the flesh of her firm thighs and the 
crease where they joined her cheeky bum. 

Next day Miranda and Basil were to be 
found early at breakfast. By ten o'clock 
Basil had delivered Miranda to Truffles. 

"Look after her' admonished Basil. 'Not 
a bad lass, but needs a little discipline.' 

'Sure will, this could be a holiday for 
both of us.' Basil drove off certain now that 
Miranda's stay with Truffles was going to 
be a resounding treat for all concerned. 

From day one of Miranda's arrival at 
Truffles a warm rapport sprang up 
between the two girls. Miranda proved to 
be a natural little rider. She had good 
hands and a good seat. Truffles was 
delighted to have Miranda as a pupil; all 
laughter and giggles and  coltish 
behaviour. Miranda was smitten by 
Truffles, ten years her senior, smart, 
soignee, passionate by nature and 
experienced in all the subtleties of sex by 
reason of her age and upbringing. 

By the second day, when Miranda 
awoke in her little truckle bed with the sun 
shining in her eyes she felt herself already 
a personal part of the establishment. 

There was a light knock on the door and 
Truffles entered carrying a breakfast tray 
of porridge, sizzling bacon and coffee. 

‘Now then get this down you.” Truffles 
sat herself down on the counterpane 
besides her own little darling. 


"Well what's on for today?’ yawned 
Miranda. ‘Reckon you are not a bad little 
rider, why not take out Hunter?’ Miranda 
thrilled. Now, by herself, she was to be 
allowed to exercise Hunter, Truffle’s 
favourite eventer. ‘Gee, Truffles you really 
are a sweety.’ Leaning forward she gave 
her new friend an impulsive kiss. 

As tongue explored tongue Truffles 
warmed to her protegees enthusiasm. 

Miranda was a real little corker and, 
bless her cotton socks, she could never 
have latched on to the wanton plot between 
herself and her paramour of late, Basil 
which unfolded. 


Breakfast forgotten the two girls moved 
to each other. Secrets were whispered. 
Secrets just for the two of them; certainly 
not for strangers ears, certainly not for 
Basil, cause he would never understand. 
Secrets whispered into shell like ears; 
secret encounters of body:- limb to limb, 
mouth to mouth, tongue to tongue. Secrets 
of hands and fingers; pale pink and blood 
red nails intertwined and softly sought 
secret parts. Nascent schoolgirl tits 


% 


CAPERS 


ATRIA |) TODAS MER AUN NR E 


pressed to mature womanly nipples. Secret 
confessions and warm embraces. Secret 
explorations of trembling passionate 
bodies; secret fondles and pink lips 
invaded by a knowing exploring tongue. 

Slowly the torpid bodies came apart. 
‘Crikey’ exclaimed Truffle ‘This will not 
get the baby bathed.’ 

‘On your feet girl; and within a few 
moments Truffles had Miranda kitted out 
and ready for the ride. 

For the first half an hour all went well 
as Hunter answered to Miranda’s hands 
and the firm commands of her sharp 
spurned boots. Miranda put Hunter into a 
fast exhilarating gallop before her return 
home when there was a sharp crack and 
the saddle began to slip. A tiger grip on 
Hunter’s neck and she pulled him slowly 
up. There was nothing left but to return on 
foot, but the deadline of return was now 
well past. 

Truffles, her face dark with anger 
would hear no excuse. 

The hour of reckoning was at hand. 

‘Over there’, and the saddle horse was 
pointed to. 

Stern of mine Truffles was not to be 
trifled with. 

‘Down with your trews.’ 

‘Swish...aagh...ooghgh...Oh 
that friggen well hurts.’ 

Miranda’s hands fluttered behind at 
the twin undercheeks of her dainty teenage 
bum. 

Surely the whole thing had been a 
dream; a terrible mistake. 

‘Crikey Noo...Jeeeesus Christ’ but he 
was not likely to help. The tramline weals 
transferred by Miranda's finger tip 
confirmed that the beating on the bare by 
Truffles was only too real. 

'Crack....aaagh....ooooh.'  Miranda's 
cheeks took on a pinker shade of pale as 
the riding crop hit her fair and square on 
the most tender part of a young gal's 
anatomy in the crease between thigh and 
the fleshy underside of a chubby bottom. 

Looking back, Miranda with her bottom 
writhing in pain was perhaps in no position 
to appreciate the pun, realised that she 
had well and truly been set up by Truffles 
and Uncle Basil. 

Crack; 'Oooh...aah...Christ on a bike.' 
Miranda's schoolyard blasphemies were 
sweet music to Truffle's ears. 

The whole scene was tremendously 
exciting. Truth to tell Truffles was full of 
admiration for Miranda's spunk. 
Sometimes one had to be cruel to be kind. 
As suddenly as the storm had erupted so it 
subsided. 

'Gee Honey, that hazing sure was a 
tartar wasn't it?' Truffles placed a kindly 
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hand at Miranda's waist. "Turn around and 
let us have a look at you.' Miranda pulled 
away from the saddle bench and struggled 
to her feet. 

With her panties and jods at half mast 
Miranda made no attempt to hide her 
bareness. The botty of hers was far too 
sore to bear the texture of cloth. 

‘Oh Ooooogh my poor bum,’ Miranda 
wailed as she ran her fingers oh so 
gingerly across the scalding heat of her 
backside. 

“Oh Truffles; | do like you | really do 
and | shall never be late again.” Truffles 
pulled the wailing Miranda towards her. 
She watched fascinated as the tears seeped 
from Miranda's eyes and ran freely down 
the girls face. 

Mascara ran in sooty droplets across 
Miranda's swan like neck and then 
downwards between the shallow valley of 
her breasts. Truffles watched fascinated as 
one tear, larger than the rest, trembled at 
the peak of a pale pink nipple and then ran 
forlornly to lodge in the girls belly button. 

Truffles pulled Miranda towards her in 
a comforting embrace. Truffles eager lips 
soothed the body of the weeping girl. 

‘Poor little botty,’ observed Truffles as 
her caressing hands fluttered at the heated 
skin.’ 

‘Hurt you then did I? Wicked old thing 
wasn’t |?’ 

Gentle fingers invaded secret parts. 
Frenetic shudders gave way to warm 
floods of secret pleasures. 

All the torments of the beating were 
forgotten. If Miranda had found Truffles to 
be an instructor par excellence in the 
equestrial arts she was outstanding in the 
lists of love. 

‘Naughty, naughty! You like that don’t 
you?’ purred Truffles ‘Mmm...ooooh | 
think...aaagh ooogh...| think | am going 
toooo....' As Truffle’s fingers traced 
patterns at the peach of Miranda's bush 
she did. 

‘Off to beddy-byes then see you later’. 
Miranda departed. 

The trap door in the stable roof 
opened, and Basil for it was he, descended 
from the loft above. Truffles beamed at her 
fellow conspirator. 'By jove', observed 
Basil ‘you sure belted into her. No more 
than she deserved mind you. Won't have 
any more trouble with that young ladies” 
discipline l'Il be bound. Got a pretty little 
bum on her ain't she. Gave you a nice little 
ride too eh?” 

“By the way how the devil did you know 
Miranda was going to be adrift?' 

'Easy really. Hunter's saddle is an old 
one and her girth was weakened — with 


‘this’, Truffles pointed to a lethal looking 


stable knife. ‘| was all but certain that 
Hunter's belly strap would not last half the 
ride.’ 

‘You scheming little bitch! But still 
all's fair in love and war. Don't know how | 
shall repay you.' Truffles chuckled. 'Come 
on my dear, we'll both want relief after all 
the excitement.’ 

Basil grinned as Truffle's eager hands 
fiddled at his fly. 


‘Off to beddy-byes 
then see you later'. 
Miranda departed. 
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COMMENTS. 


Dear Editor, 

I thought I would like to 
pass on my comments on 
the quality and content of 
your C.P. magazines. I am 
an avid corporal punish- 
ment fan maybe because 
during my boyhood days I 
was on the receiving end of 
many a' painful spanking 
and caning. The canings I 
hated. Any girl who 
reckons to be caned is quite 
a turn on must be mad. A 
cane is fashioned to hurt 
and mark and is more 
suited for the soft female 
flesh. The stories in your 
mags are very interesting 
and I’m sure in a lot of 
cases are very true to life. 
Behind closed school doors 
and curtained suburban 
windows there are many 
loud swishings of rattan 
canes and the resulting 
thwacking and the end 
results; the sobbing quietly 
of the naughty girl as she 
rubs the ridged weals 
across her bottom and 
thighs. Yes, I’m sure it’s 
not the no no it’s made out 
to be. 

The positions you have 
your girls take up during 
their punishments are 
really imaginative. Soft 
relaxed bottoms take to the 
cane much better than taut 
bent over touching toes 
positions. A position of, 
say, kneeling on a stool, 
hands on head or lying on 
the bed with pillows under 
the tummy is much better. 

‘Your edition, ‘Uniform 
Girls’ No. 4 depicts a girl, 
Susan Page 16, in the time 
honoured position; and the 
girl, Susan; what a little 
beauty! What a delightful 
rounded bottom, just 
waiting to be caned or 
spanked. 


SUGGESTIONS. 


Now perhaps a few 
suggestions. Knickers, 
panties or briefs, even 
bloomer shorts are a big 
turn on. Although the 
old traditional schoolgirl 
knickers ate the cherub 
monfort style in the Blue, 
Green or Brown cotton. I’m 
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sure there are some schools 


somewhere where girls 
wear, say, regulation nylon 
knickers white or black. 
The schoolgirl pictures of 
the 50s and 60s depict girls 
decked out in white nylon 
knickers, full seated, high 
waisted and with the old 
traditional cuffed leg, and 
of course the older girls 
wearing very sheer nylon 
stockings and suspender 
belts. I’m not a bikini pants 
fan, no way, so how about 
your models in punishment 
situations decked out in 
these styles of knickers. 
They are still obtainable. 
My daughter and wife wear 
them and if you are in any 
doubt as to what I'm talking 
about a photo is enclosed. 

In years past I have 
collected many magazines. 
Perhaps one of your staff 
may recognise the pictures 
enclosed. The 50s brought 
out the first pin-up booklets 
spick and span, beautiful 
britons. Then came the first 
muted type spanking mag., 
‘Frolic’, with the ‘Cuties of 
St. Lucys’. All grown up 
girls in tight cuffed leg 
panties, extra sheer black 
stockings, tautly suspend- 
ered. The blocked heels 
and seams die-straight. So 
please let's have less of the 
'Blues' and bikini pants, 
more of the nylon full 
seated knickers, alright? 

Once again top marks 
for a great magazine. 


FAMILY MATTERS. 


Dear Editor, 

I was very surprised and 
proud at the same time 
when my husband showed 
me Blushes No. 8 where 
you had my letter printed. 
Although finding myself 
among all those nice and 
naked little ladies who got 
their bottoms smacked was 
a little bit disturbing, I am 
really glad that you found 
my letter interesting 
enough to present it in full 
length. And it encouraged 
me to tell you also the rest 
of the story, for in that 
letter 1 told you that my 
sisters and I were not the 
only ones to be punished 
and to get the cane in our 
family, but that Mama got 
is too — and that is what I 
want to tell you about now. 

As l already mentioned, 
I learned all the details 
about Mama's punishment 
only after my twenty-first 
birthday and there were 
quite a lot of details to 
learn, that I can tell you 
already. When in my own 
and in my sisters punish- 
ments almost equal 
emphasis was laid on 
humiliation and pain by our 
Papa, it was the pain which 
was most emphasised by 
Papa when he was going 
to punish Mama. Not that 
he forgot about humiliation 
at all, no there was still a lot 
of it as one will see soon, 
but it was simply not on 
what he concentrated in the 
first place. 

Mama got her punish- 
ments always when we 
were at school or later on 
at work and when Mrs 
Heller, Papa's secretary 
had her day off. And when 
we girls did not know that 
Mama had had it again, 
Mrs Heller would know, 
that was for sure. Such 
things did not escape her 
interested eyes — and she 
had eyes for that sort of 
thing! And she would 


compliment Papa on having 
'given your wife what she 
certainly was much in need 
of’, to continue almost 
always with a remark that 
made Papa wag his finger 
at her: 'If my husband was 
still living I would be glad if 
he was so determined as 
you are — your wife can be 
happy with you being like 
that!’ 

Mama was, of course 
happy with Papa, but if she 
was so in particular at these 
ominous mornings I doubt a 
little and I wonder if Mrs 
Heller had liked it so much 
when she had been in 


Mama’s place on these 
occasions. 
Before Mama could 


appear in Papa's office she 
had to 'prepare' herself. 
What that means? I'll tell 
you right now and in her 
own words. 


PREPARATION 


‘I had to undress like a 
tart, actually like a vulgar 
little tart. I had to put on a 
little, much too tight 
corselet with very long 
suspenders and black, 
seamed stockings, going 
with extremely high heeled 
patent leather shoes. Next I 
had to put on make-up 
which I had never dared to 
wear outside: heavy, vulgar 
and shrill it had to be, with 
a lot of mascara and lipstick 
also eye-shadow and rouge. 
And with my hair piled-up 
in an elaborate hairdo I 
went down to your father's 
office.’ 

At this point I should 
insert that Mama was a 
very beautiful woman 
without the need for a lot of 
make-up. She was not of 
the slim type, no - she had 
what one calls ‘swelling 
forms’: wonderful round 
and rull breasts, a narrow 
waist and very feminine 
hips giving way to ample 
buttocks and fine round 
thighs. And now imagining 
a woman like that in her 
outfit coming down the 
stairs, that must have been 
rather a picture! In parti- 
cular when one’s eyes fell 
on the instrumentarium she 
carried with her and which 
we will hear of later on. 

Entering Papa’s office 
she handed those things 


over to him and then let 
him have a close look at her 
to make sure that she was 
made-up to his satisfaction. 
Having passed this exam- 
ination the procedure was 
in many details very like 
that her daughters went 
through. First she had to 
give a full, detailed and 
complete account of all 
those things she was going 
to be punished for, which 
she did always in a very 
small voice and more than 
only butterflies in her 
stomach - being sent to the 
loo afterwards was always a 
certain relief and often 
enough also necessary. 
Back again in the office, 
she would wait in front of 
Papa's desk, naked and 
with all her ripe feminity 
overexposed as it was, until 
Papa left his chair and 
came to stand before his 
miserable looking wife to 
embark on his lecture, 
beginning his circles 
around his most unhappy 
wife and all the time flexing 
that cane, which he had 
choosen first from the 
instrumentarium and 
tapping with it at her 
buttocks, thighs, pubis and 
breasts which made Mama 
cringe every time and sent 
shots of fear through her 
bare body. And it was not 
with the 80 centimeter of 
bamboo rod he used on his 
daughters that Papa tapped 
trembling Mama, it was her 
own special 90 centimeter 
bamboo affair she felt 
touching her poor body 
time after time. 


LECTURE 


But as long as Papa's 
lecture went on - and it 
went on always for a 
considerable time - it was 
only a touch of cane Mama 
tasted. The really flying, 
swishing and  smacking- 
whacking cane she got to 
feel right after the end of 
Papa's lecture. Papa would 
continue to draw circles 
around her but now ready 
to give his inobedient, 
erring wife as much of the 
cane as she needed for that 
time - and that was always 
something, I can tell you. 
When eighteen strokes 
with the 80 centimeter rod 
was a rather usual dose for 
his daughters and twenty- 


BAVARIAN BEATINGS 


Dear Sir, 


My letter could have the headline 'Bavarian Beatings', 
for it is Munich where I am living at the moment and it was 
Altotting, some way off into the country where I spent my 
youth and where I got all my beatings. And beatings they 
were! My father was the owner of a local inn with a 
pension attached and everybody of the family had to help 
in the house, that was so since I can think back. We had to 
help in the taproom as well as in the guest-chambers, 
my mother, my two sisters and myself. And it was always 
a lot of work to do and father would not allow any 
insubordination nor any faults or he would fetch his whip 
and beat us merciless on our bare buttocks and upper 


thighs. 


The whip was a terrible thing with a wooden handle 
and a very flexible single leather thong which, used as 
father did, left weals, thick as the leather thong itself. 
After one of fathers beatings our backsides would be 
ridged like an old-fashioned wash-board — weal beside 
weal, over the whole expanse of our teenage buttocks and 
our upper thighs. He would never stop until he had not 
covered both areas with his whip and never release the 
pressure of his large, heavy hand which was closed around 
our wrists at our back and which held us down securely 
while we were hanging over the edge of a suitable table. 
And it would not irritate him if guests or neighbours heard 
our screams or even had.a glimpse of the scene which 
usually took place in our living room. Merciless his whip 
whacked down in ten or fifteen second intervals on our 
bare flesh and let us scream-out in almost one long howl 
and yell until he had finished his job and let us out of his 
painful grip, telling us to be off to our work again while we 
were still screaming our souls out. 


With a backside blazing 
with raw pain and welted 
like corrugated sheet metal 
it was not easy to suppress 
the tears, cries and sobs 
and to look cheerful. When 
we had the first occasion we 
would inspect our burning 
backside in the bedroom 
mirror and burst-out again 
into tears at the sight of it. 
Weal upon weal, rough and 
highly ridged and mean- 
while gone purplish — a 
thoroughly ugly sight it 
was. 

The next morning the 
ridges would have dis- 
appeared to a large extent 
but then our backsides 
would instead look like a 
single mass of black and 
blue longish patches which 
would need more than two 
weeks to disappear almost 
completely. 

But father need not wait 
that long to give us another 
beating if he, thought it 
necessary — it was 
completely our fault, not 
his that the whip had to be 
used again so soon. 

That was our 'Bavarian 
Beatings’ which we did 
receive right up to till we 
we were eighteen, nineteen 
and even beyond as long as 
we were still at home — to 


father our age didn't mean 
anything, we were still his 
girls, if we were twelve or 
twenty. 

Today I wonder if it was 
all that necessary to beat us 
so brutally. Of course he 
was often right to punish 
his daughters but couldn't 
he have been a bit less 
severe in the use of his 
whip. 

His severeness let me 
abandon c.p. in the up- 
bringing of my own three 
children, a boy and two 
girls by the way which I 
shouldn't have done as I 
know today, because with 
the girls now being sixteen 
and seventeen I have very 
great troubles and for some 
time already think about 
introducing them to c.p. to 
get some obedience and 
sense into them. My 
husband would approve — 
but it is still me who is in 
doubt, and not so difficult 
to understand with my own 
experience. But I think 
before long with the girls 
becoming worse every day I 
will take to c.p. at last, but 
not to such drastic 
measures as father did 
those many years ago. With 
best regards and a warm 
Bavarian 'Grub Gott'. 

Xaviera H. Munchen-Perlach 


four not so very unusual a 
dose, the then necessary 
minimum for their mother 
had, of course to be in 
excess of these numbers, 
and they were. Twenty-four 
with 90 centimeters of 
smooth yellow gloss, 
bursting with pain, that 
was what Mama always had 
- first twelve and then twice 
six with “her special”. Then 
it was up to Papa if he 
would add another six, to 
make it thirty or not and 
more often than not he did, 
i.e. add six more. But that 
had not to be the end; it 
could even be yet another 
six more, to reach a terrible 


thirty-six, but that was 
about the maximum and 
not so often given. Never- 
theless, thirty or even 
twenty-four with the most 
pliable length of cane was 
enough to make Mama 
scream and yell like hell, 
the more so as she got that 
cane not only on her full 
and firm buttocks and the 
back of her equally round 
and firm upper thighs, but 
also on the front part of her 
upper thighs. There where 
we, her daughters got it 
only when we did forget to 
control ourselves during 
the canings. Right from the 
beginning of Mama’s 
canings that region of hers 
was included in the field of 
action for the cane. It made 
it not easier for Mama to 
keep her position herself as 
I could tell from my own 
experience. The terrible 
length of cane wealing into 
those parts rose always 
particular nasty screams 
from me in those days when 
I was still under Papa's 
regime and therewith 
under his cane. And it was 
not very much different 
with Mama. These weals on 
her thighs, and especially 
these on her front parts 
were almost intolerable and 
more than once let her lose 
control and be for one of the 
'extras'. 

A new element in the 
caning procedure for Mama 
was an old one, very well 
known to all her daughters, 
that of waiting. Waiting for 
the lecture to end at the 
beginning, waiting for 
every stroke, waiting for 
the next six after the first 
twelve, waiting for the 
second six after the first 
one and so on, until a final 
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waiting period finished her 
punishment after consider- 
able time, late in the 
morning. Mama would 


always wait with her hands 
on her head right in front of 
Papa's desk, facing him 
with front or back, just as 
she was told. How long she 
had to wait - she did not 
know, how many strokes 
she would get in the end — 
she did neither know, but 
she did know what would 
preceed her final dismissal 
from her husbands office! 
First she would be 
ordered to take her position 
for the second of the 
instruments, for the 
martinet, or as it is called 
here for the 'Klopfpeitsche' 
and that position would be 
one and a quarter of a 
meter in front of the desk, 
bent forward with out- 
stretched arms reaching for 
the edge of it and with her 
feet in her high heeled 
shoes wide apart 
supporting her weight 
there, arching her back at 
the same time as much as 
possible to open up her 
long, deep cleft between 
her horribly welted 
buttocks to give away her 
no longer maidenly secret 
parts to quite some extent, 
but anyway enough to be 
reached by the most painful 
tips of the martinets 
thongs, which were now to 
be whipped all over her 
buttocks and thighs by 
Papa - slowly and with 
much expertise. This treat- 
ment did nothing nice to 
her exquisitely burning and 
blossoming weals - 
obviously, and what it did 
to the inner, still un- 
touched, uncaned parts of 
her big bottom and thighs 
her screams would tell 
without any shame. The 
thongs of that martinet 
were not very long, about 
forty centimeters perhaps, 
but it was by all means long 
enough to give those parts 
a proper whipping as it was 
called and leaving them 
swollen and welted as the 
rest of her bottom already 
was. And then? - Finish? 


WAITING 


No! - First, of course a 
nice period «of waiting and 
then, yes, there is still one 
more instrument left which 
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Mama brought with her to 
his office. It is the strap. 
After another proper period 
of waiting and with Mama 
in the same position as for 
her whipping, Papa 
proceeds to give those 
caned, welted and swollen 
spheres a bit of strapping, 
just enough to cover them 
all over with the same very 
dark shade of pink and let 
them take on that shining, 
almost transparent surface 
that is typical for fully 
blown-up balloons, right 
before their bursting point - 
two  pain-filled globes, 
dangling, jutting and 
bouncing in all sorts of 
frantic ways. 

Only then it is all over 
for Mama i.e after waiting 
again for her final lecture 
and following Papa through 
it with aching, burning, 
glowing and terrible pained 
buttocks and thighs she can 
at last leave his office. 

That Mama could not 
hide the after effects of 
such thorough punishments 
when her daughters came 
back from school or Mrs 
Heller back to work on the 
next day, that seems to me 
no question. One very 
telling item was, her 
apparent difficulties in 
sitting and also in walking 
and yet another one was 
her almost humble attitude 
towards us, her daughters. 

So much now for our 
Mama’s punishments too, 
which increased - yes, 
increased our respect for 
Mama and our love for her 
and sometimes filled us 
with a bit of resentment 
against Papa, as it was 


usual when we got it 
ourselves. 
When starting this 


letter I had originally 
intended to write also about 
the sort of discipline my 
husband and I have finally 
decided for our two girls 
Uta and Elvira, but I think 
that my letter has already 
grown long enough. 
Therefore I will postpone it 
for perhaps another 
occasion. i 

Thank you again for 
your attention and patience 
with my simple English and 
‘Good Bye’ to you all. Many 
thanks for your fine 
editorial work which 
reaches us in really marvel- 
lous issues of Blushes every 
month. 


Ellen F and husband 


IN MY VIEW. 


Dear Sir, 

Thank you for publish- 
ing my letter recently and I 
hope it may encourage 
other readers with similar 
tastes. to write and 
comment. I have reflected 
very much on what I wrote 
and I will try to be as open 
and honest as possible in 
the nicest possible way, but 
please bear in mind that I 
am merely expressing my 
own feelings and opinions 
which may or may not differ 
from that of the majority of 
your readership. 

In looking through past 
issues of Blushes it is quite 
apparent that the photo’s 
are indeed superior to most 
in other magazines. I feel 
the reason for this is that 
for a start, some of the 
models are a wee bit 
prettier than those in the 
other magazines. Plus you 
seem to be using a little 
more imagination, (also of 
course the total nudity and 
even bare feet!) At last 
there is a spanking mag 
that realises its readers 
aren't all purely bottom 
fixation fetishists and it is 
refreshing to see total 
nudity or near nudity in a 
C.P. context. Incidentally, 
the ‘By Request’ photos 
with the girl in knickers and 
braces over the trestle in 
Supplement No. 4 were 
some of the finest you have 
published. 

You stressed in one 
issue that you didn't want 
any requests that were 'too 
exotic’ which disappointed 
me a little for it makes me 
wonder what sort of things 
you would consider as 
being so. For some reason I 
just can’t envisage seeing 
such things as nude P.T., 
shot-drill and unusual 
humiliating punishments 
within the pages of Blushes 
and each issue seems to be 
put together in the same 
‘formula’ if you like but I'd 
love to be proved wrong. 

I feel you should be just 
as ‘exotic’ as requested 
bearing in mind the most 
unfortunate legal limita- 
tions of course, though 
perhaps you don’t receive 
many exotic suggestions 
and requests anyway. 


I totally sympathise 
with anyone who is 
producing eroticism 
nowadays, the real 


obscenity being that the 
Mary Whitehouse upright 
citizen brigade seem to 
have forced the view that 
‘dirty’ books and mags are 
on the  borderlines of 
legality anyway! It is a very 
sad state of affairs and I 
was shocked recently when 
I was unable to obtain some 
books because someone 
else had already decided 
that they were too 
‘obscene’ and might 
deprave and corrupt me. It 


is in fact a corrupt 
deprivation! 
‘Tve read readers 


letters in magazines which 
complain of excessive 
cruelty in. C.P. publica- 
tions. They remind me of 
the people who constantly 
complain about the amount 
of sex and violence shown 
on TV. I rarely see any 
sex and violence on TV, nor 
have 1 found any such 
magazines that they speak 
of for if they exist, I'd most 
certainly like to read them. 
Blushes, better than most 
as it is, I must be honest is 
far from perfect in my view. 

In 'Blushes with the 
lovely models and suchlike 
at your disposal there is so 
much you could do, yet you 
seem to be holding back 
and not quite hitting the 
nail on the head. I’m not 
advocating cruelty in such 
things as harsh birchings 
and purely endless bland 
flagellation. There are 
more subtle and imagina- 
tively crueller methods. I 
wouldn’t class myself as 
strictly a spanking fan, nor 
am I purely a bondage fan, 
though I do understandably 
have an interest in both 
these subjects. I am chiefly 
interested in lasses (I love 
the word lassie, don't you?) 
undergoing all forms of 
punishment, the weirder, 
more humiliating and 
unusual the better. P.R. 
Northampton in Blushes 11 
mentioned the enema as 
punishment and also the 
excellent and intriguing 
suggestion of  laxatives 
(which I've never before 


heard tell of) Well it 
sounds brilliant to me, how 
about it Blushes? 


In Blushes Supplement 
4, the cover girl was 


wearing a sort of tartan 
skirt. She was indeed, very 
pretty in it too, but it 
wasn't exactly a mini-kilt, 
and anyway it wasn't short 
enough by far. The hemline 
could have been at least 
three or four inches higher. 

Sorry to be such a 
stickler for detail but a girls 
thighs if she is being 
punished should be on 
constant display. It's only 
healthy and must surely 
promote good behaviour 
and obedience. Also she 
didn't seem to be curtsey- 
ing in any of the photo's 
which would have been a 
nice mark of respect. 

Pm afraid I didn't find 
the Scottish schoolmistress 


interview in Blushes 11 
very interesting, well 
maybe perhaps on an 


intellectual level, but not 
really much of a turn on for 
me and I'm afraid I had to 
skim through it to see if 
there were any good 
letters. You see, I think the 
most important things are:- 
the attractiveness of the 
lassie, - the clothing she is 
wearing and the posture 
and applied discipline that 
she is undergoing i.e. for 
instance, how about finding 
one of the most attractive 
models that you can, dress 
her in either tartan knee 
socks, or sexy leather 
thongs that criss-cross from 
ankles up to her knees, and 
a dunces cap and have her 
perched crouching in 
uncomfortable penance on 
a high,  narrow-seated 
wooden stool, in some 
atmospheric bleak room? A 
picture like this would be 
ideal for framing on my 
wall and I'd have to buy two 
copies of Blushes. A vital 
key element is mystery. 
(Just what was the situation 
on page 7 of Blushes 3? The 
picture is very good indeed 
and the one on page 6 is 
brilliant.) 

A point Pd like to raise 
which I think has been 
mentioned before is the fact 
that the writing in Blushes 
is a far-cry from the quality 
of the photo's. The writers 
I'd say are taking subtlety 
to the extreme, apart from 
‘Bell, Book and Candle’ 
and 'The New Regime' 
both of which were quite 
good, though I must 
confess I buy  Blushes 
virtually for the photos and 


occasional good letter. 

Subtlety is one thing, 
but please give us more 
stories concerning such 
things as punishment P.T., 
marching-drill punishment- 
dress and domestic stories 
where a solitary girl 
punishee is always the 
scapegoat and is punished 
and humiliated in front of 
the rest of her family and 
invited witnesses. Plus a 
spanking or tawsing 
shouldn't be the be all and 
end all of the punishment. 
She should have to wear 
specified punishment 
clothes as revealing and 
humiliating as possible all 
day, or even days after, so 
that those around her 
should be allowed the 
privilege and authority to 
give her a good thigh- 
slapping whenever they 
deem necessary. I could 
write such stories myself, 
but really it would spoil the 
enjoyment of discovering a 
story or letter by someone 
with similar ideas and 
tastes and I wouldn't even 
mind if you made the 
letters up, just so long as 
they were in someone's 
imagination would be 
enough for me as I could 
make believe they were 
genuine. 

The way to go is forward 
with perhaps a new 
approach in the writing 
department. A more varied 
look at all aspects of C.P. 
along and apart from 
spanking and caning etc. 
would be much appreciated 
as would more photos of 
gorgeous lassies in ankle- 
socks, knee-socks, plimsols 
and bare feet being 
exercised and tawsed in 
SHORT kilts ^ without 
knickers. 

Edinburgh 


P.S. There was a time when 
my sister (who is quite 
pretty) started to get a bit 
out of hand. My father 
obtained a strap from 
somewhere, I think in fact 
he cut it down from one of 
his old trouser belts. The 
strap as I remember was 
never actually used on her, 
but just the fact that it was 
there was quite a turn on 
and it took on hugely 
fetishistic and erotic impli- 
cations for me. 

P.P.S Please in 
Blushes | Uniform 


your 
Girls 


could you have a girl in an 
abbreviated highland 
dancing outfit (by abbre- 
viated, I mean the kilt 
being somewhat shortened) 
with her shoes removed, 
but still in the picture, 
standing to attention in 
front of two or three people 
who are seated comfortably 
on a couch, daring her to 
move a muscle while they 
decide what they will do 
with her or have her do. 


UNIFORM FAN. 


Dear Sir, 

I have just bought my 
first copy of ‘Uniform Girls’ 
— Issue No. 6, and it is 
superb! I’ve been attracted 
by uniformed women for a 
long time, especially in 
school uniform, and its 
marvellous to find a 
magazine featuring such 
delight. 

The request spot 
featuring the spanking of 
the nurse was a real turn- 
on, could you feature a 
schoolgirl strip from blazer 
down? 

Im hooked on the 
magazine. 

A.T, Ealing 


Our thanks to A.T. from 
Ealing, perhaps this will 
encourage more of you to 
put pen to paper and fill our 
Uniform Request Spot. 


TREND 


Dear Sirs, 

I do very much like your 
'Blushes' magazines and 
think that both the stories 
and photos put you well 
ahead of your rivals. 

I hope I do not detect a 
trend in your photos towards 
more girls in stockings and 
suspenders. Attractive as 


- these may be I find white 


knee-length socks much 
more appealing. With this in 
mind may I make one or two 
suggestions about uniforms 
for your ‘Girls in Uniform’ 
series? Could you please 
include some photographs of 
Girl Guides, Girls Brigade, 
Red Cross or St Johns 
Ambulance cadets, 
Majorettes or girls from a 
marching band, a return of 


the naval cadets from 
Blushes 2 (for a taste of 
the rope’s end?). 

I shall now find it even 
harder to wait for your future 
issues! 

TL. 


POLAROID 


Dear Sirs, 

Please find enclosed a 
polaroid of my girlfriend's 
bottom prepared for a 
thoroughly good spanking. It 
is essential she wears 
knickers and with her own 
fair hands  hoists them 
between her buttocks high 
and as tight as possible and 
keeps them there during the 
spanking. 

She has a lovely bottom, 
its beauty emphasised by the 
tight gussett. 

Can we see some full 
page close-ups of your girls 
in similar poses? 

Yours faithfully, 

J. R London W14 
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HOW CHAMPIO 


It was a rather damp and 
muggy Autumn afternoon. Earlier, 
the ground had been filled with 
excited, enthusiastic kids running, 
jumping, throwing a variety of 
objects, or simply horsing around. 
By and large, they were 
unsupervised. Technique was at a 
discount. Being there and doing 
something energetic was all. That 
was the reason, reflected Herb 
Wainwright, why British athletics, 
on the international scene, was in 
such an abysmal state. We got 
ecstatic about winning a bronze, 
very excited about coming fourth 
or fifth, even gratified if one of our 
team reached a final. It wasn't 
good enough in his view. The 
Americans, the Russians, the 
Germans were out to win. Coming 
second or third was considered a 
failure. 

That was the difference. 

Britain, in this present age, 
lacked the true competitive spirit. 

Herb gazed around the near- 
deserted ground. Hurdles had 
been left lying on the track, 
javelins lay like cast-aside pea- 
sticks in the centre, nobody had 
bothered to remove the high jump 
bar. Typical, he thought. Typically 
sloppy. No wonder the nation was 
going downhill fast. Not only in the 
athletic sense, of course. The same 
sort of attitude now prevailed in 
commerce and industry. Herb 
watched as a few remaining 
youngsters gave up on a distant 
long jump and scampered towards 
the changing rooms. Canbury 
Sports Ground was virtually 
deserted. It was a time he liked. 
Now he could concentrate. 

Herb Wainwright looked down. 
What he saw was pleasurable 
enough. It was, in fact, Pam 
Stevens’ bottom high in the air. It 
was a well-rounded bottom, one 
without surplus fat, clad in the 
briefest of blue running shorts. 
Above the shorts was a well-filled 
white singlet — necessitating a 
tightly hauled in brassiere on the 
sports field. The girl, under his 
direction, was practicing starts 
from the blocks. 

Away she went once 
more...lungs drawing deep 
breaths, arms and legs pounding. 
Putting everything into it. That's 
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NS ARE MADE 


my girl, said Herb to himself. One 
day she'll be a champion, because 
| know how to motivate her. 

'Good action, Pam,' he called 
as the girl turned after twenty five 
yards or so, and came back, 
breasts heaving. The singlet, 
damp with sweat, clung to her. 
'Just a couple more, then we'll 
give it a rest.’ 

'O.K.' nodded Pam. She was a 
rather plain-faced girl with blonde 
hair, but her figure was lithe and 
youthful. Shapely but not plump. 
Once more she settled herself into 
the blocks. Once more Herb's gaze 
fastened on that lovely, uplifted 
bottom...the shorts stretched to 
ripping point. It was sheer physical 
beauty. Athletic poetry. 

‘Marks,’ said Herb. The 
bottom rose higher. Oh what a 
delight! “Set...” Herb held her 
there for rather too long. He 
couldn't help it. ‘Go!’ he yelled. 

Pam Stevens took off, but not 
as well as she might. For reasons 
unknown to her, she had been kept 
in the ‘Set’ position for 
considerably longer than was 
usual. That was no help when one 
wanted a fast start. 

'Hmmff...hmmmfff...' as she 
returned. Those  apple-round 
breasts rose and fell energetically. 

“One more,” said Herb. 'And 
this time, really go for it girl.’ 

'O.K. Herbie...” Pam had 
always called him Herbie, right 
from the first, when she had been 
only 14 years old. That was four 
years ago. That was when her 
father had died in a car accident. 
He had been a great pal of Herb's. 
Dorrie, Pam's mother had taken it 
very badly...retreating within a 
valium-lined shell out of which she 
occasionally burst into brief 
alcoholic excess. Herb had become 
kind of second dad to Pam. Not 
that, he had to admit, that he had 
very fatherly feelings towards the 
girl once she had passed the 
sixteen mark and her young 
bottom had begun to swell like a 
ripe pumpkin. At that stage, Herb 
Wainwright had already been 
training the girl for a year also, 
since he .recognised her as a 
natural athlete. He had always 
encouraged her, supported her, 
put his hand in his pocket when 
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equipment or travelling expenses 
were required. At first, Herb's 
motives had been completely 
altruistic. He liked the kid, felt 
sorry for her, wanted to help her. 
Then, later, when she began to 
shape up like a woman, Herb had 
to admit, there were other feelings 
creeping in. Desires, one might 
say. Lust, even. All the same, he 
kept himself well under control. 
“He was content to have this 
shapely young creature in his 
charge, developing her mentally 
and physically, filling her with the 
will and skill to become a national 
champion. Perhaps, one day, a 
world champion. In short, at 38, 
Herb had made Pam his ‘hobby’. 
She was neither a daughter nor a 
girlfriend. Something in between. 
‘On your marks...’ Pam got 
down once more. Oh those 
splendid curves! 'Set!' Up...up... 
oh even more curvaceous! 'Go!' 
Off the girl went, hindquarters 
waggling violently as she put 
everything into it. She was really 
powering. Herb Wainwright felt 
proud of her. Yes...one day he 
would make her a champion. But, 
before then, a lot had to be done. 
Back she came, spiked shoes 
crimping into the sanded track. 
Pam passed her hand through her 
short hair. She looked a little tired. 
Herb was unconcerned about that. 
If you wére going to reach the top, 
you had to put everything in. You 
had to be selfless; you had to drive 
yourself beyond normal limits. 
That was what he intended to 
make Pam do. She had natural 
ability, but that was not enough. 
Champions were made by giving 
themselves utterly and not caring 
by what means they reached the 


heights. If they were burnt-out at 
25, that was too bad. Their 
compensation would be memories 
of having reached the highest 
peaks of achievement. That was 
better than stodging through life 
as a below-average citizen, wasn't 
it? Sure it was, Herb Wainwright 
told himself. Strange, therefore, 
that his peaks of sporting achieve- 
ment should have been a place in 
the school second eleven soccer 
team and a medal for being third in 
a house relay race. Many would 
have said he was transferring his 
own failures on to the back of Pam 
Stevens and, through her, seeking 
vicarious success 

They would not have been far 
wrong. 

'Right Pam,' he said, 'put on 
your track suit and take a ten- 
minute breather. Then | want you 
to do a time-test.' 

A nerve in the girl's cheek 
twitched; she bit her lips. 'Do I 
have to this evening, Herbie?' she 
asked. ‘I’m not feeling 100%.’ 

"That's when you have to drive 
yourself, Pam,' came the instant 
— and expected reply. 'Calling on 
extra reserves in training is all part 
of the making of a champion.” 

Pam Stevens pouted. She was 
beginning to wonder if all this 
grinding effort in the evening was 
worthwhile. Apart from what now, 
it seemed, was to become a regular 
practice. Those visits to the 
changing room afterwards. That 
had started about a fortnight ago. 
Herbie explained to her how he 
had got the idea from Bob 
Pritchard who used to train Jane 
Weatherland, the New Zealand 
world champion at 400 metres. He 
had even shown Pam an extract 


from the letter. It had read. 

'...in fact, the only way | could 
get extra effort out of Jane was to 
treat her like a schoolgirl. In short, 
if her work wasn't up to standard, 
if her times were bad, | used to 
give her a spanking. It was 
amazing how it worked. Results 
improved remarkably. | did this 
with her right up to the age of 20 
when, as you may remember, she 
broke the world record. And I'll let 
you into a secret about that. | told 
Jane that, if she didn't break the 
record on that day, | wouldn't just 
spank her afterwards. | promised 
her a sound caning! Well, it 
worked, didn't it? Why don't you 
try out these methods with your 
protegee?’ 

Needless to say, Pam had 
protested vigorously. However, 
Herbie had persisted with his 
argument. He seemed to think it 
a marvellous 'incentive' to effort. 
‘It worked with Jane Weather- 
head, didn’t it? Why don’t you 
give it a try, girl’ After all, it can 
do you no harm. I’m not going to 
be all that severe with you.' He 
had put an arm around her 
shoulders. ‘You know I’m very 
fond of you, Pam. It would all be 
for your own good. You do want to 
make a name for yourself, don’t 
you?’ 

‘Pam supposed she did...and 
ultimately agreed a trial period for 
this ‘incentive scheme’, as Herbie 
called it. The first time he had 
conducted her to the changing 
rooms (long after everyone else 
had left them, of course), was 
because she had failed by three 
seconds to make the target he had 
set her in the 800 metres. In the 
quietness of the  store-room 
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leading off the changing rooms, 
Herbie had seated himself and 
pulled Pam over his knees. It was 
difficult for him to control his 
excitement as he looked down at 
that swelling bottom, still damp 
with the perspiration of effort. He 
felt the heat in his loins; told 
himself he mustn't overdo it. 
Though he kept saying that this 
was all for Pam's good, he knew in 
his heart of hearts this was 
something he had yearned to do 
for a long time. Looking at that 
young bottom in those tight 
running shorts, evening after 
evening, had had that effect on 
him. 

That first evening he had given 
Pam six medium-hard slaps on her 
moist-hot buttock cheeks. Three on 
on each cheek. The girl had 
remained silent apart from little 
gasps as his palm made contact. 
She had, however, wriggled and 
bounced about quite a bit over 
Herbie's thighs. He found it gave 
him far more pleasure than he 
thought it would. 

'O.K. Pam, track suit on. 
That's all for this evening,' he had 
said when it was over. The girl's 
cheeks were flushed, she averted 
her eyes. 'Wasn't too bad was it?' 
suggested Herbie. 'But don't think 
lll always go easy on you, Pam.’ 

Herbie had been as good as his 
word. In the following two weeks, 
the couple paid three more visits to 
the changing rooms. The slappings 
increased from six to twelve...and 
got harder. Still Pam did no more 
than gasp through clenched teeth, 
though her squirmings got more 
urgent. Herbie was well satisfied 
with this new procedure. Not only 
because he enjoyed handing out 


the disciplinary treatment but 
because  Pam's times were 
definitely improving! 

“You see,’ he said to her. ‘It’s 
working.' Pam just sulked and 
remained silent. When she had 
been younger, she had naturally 
thought of Herbie as a substitute 
father. Now she was beginning to 
wonder. With this new intimate- 
spanking drill, a new element 
seemed to be creeping into their 
relationship. A sexual one. Pam 
was  disconcerted. Her own 
feelings were strangely volatile. 
After all, Herbie was old enough to 
be her father. 

"Track suit off.' The ten-minute 
break was up. Pam quickly 
stripped down to the minimum, 
then loosened muscles in her arms 
and legs with jerking-twisting 
movements. They had the effect of 
making her breasts dance most 
prettily. Herbie was most 
appreciative. ‘| want the same 
time as last evening,” he said. 
Pam, as usual, would be running 
the 800 metres. It was her best 
distance. She looked worried at his 
instructions. Last evening had 
been her best time yet. 

‘| told you...I'm not feeling at 
my best,' complained Pam. 

"Then think of what can happen 
to you afterwards, my girl,' said 
Herbie, giving her an encouraging 
grin. “That may help you!' Pam's 
lower lips stuck out, her eyes 
flashed with sudden anger. 'Get to 
your marks...' It was a moment 
Herbie always loved. Down the girl 
crouched. What a superb, young 
animal she was. Lithe yet shapely. 
'Set...' Up came that taut-curving 
bottom, thin blue shorts clinging 
like a second skin. Holding it there 


for a few moments then: 'Go!' 

Away went Pam, strong thighs 
pounding and juddering, arms 
pumping, breasts bouncing. 
Stopwatch in hand, Herbie looked 
on with the utmost satisfaction. He 
was going to make this girl a 
champ. He really was. She had all 
the athleticism it required and 
from now on, it was going to be all 
in the mind. A matter of will. 
Being able to break through the 
pain barrier when the going got 
tough. It was his job to psych. her 
up for it. 

As Pam went smoothly past 
him at the 400 metre mark, he 
yelled out her time. It was two 
seconds outside what was 
required. Very doubtful if she 
would make it. He watched her 
straining down the back straight. 
Head going back, stride 
shortening. It was no good. The 
girl had blown it. At the line, she 
was six seconds down on her 
previous best. Blowing more 
heavily than usual, she bent right 
forward, hands on her knees, 
shaking her head. A nice view for 
Herbie as he approached...and 
announced the time. 

'|...haa...told you...hhaaa...| 
wasn't up to it this evening,’ 
panted Pam almost angrily. 

‘| don't want to hear excuses,’ 
said Herbie firmly. “You've got all 
it requires. From now on, it is a 
question of mind over matter.' He 
headed across the centre of 
Canbury Athletic Ground towards 
the distant changing rooms. They 
were now only just visible in the 
Autumn gloaming. A faint mist 
was beginning to rise. Herbie gave 
a little shiver. It would be nice to 
get back in front of a warm fire. 


Even if he did have no one to share 
it with since his wife Freda had left 
him some five years before. Herbie 
had a momentary vision of Pam 
sitting in an armchair opposite him 
— then quickly dismissed it. 
Absurd. The girl was young 
enough to be his daughter. He 
looked back. The girl was trailing 
slowly and. disconsolately across 
the field some hundred yards 
behind him. But she was 


following. That was the important 
thing. . 

Herbie loved the 'feel' of those 
changing rooms. Their quietness 
at that time of day; their bare, 
utilitarian aspect. The mingling 
smell of soap, disinfectant and 
polish; most of all the privacy of 
the store room once its door was 
shut. As he waited patiently, 
Herbie removed the rubber-soled 
plimsoll from its hiding place in 


one of the cupboards. 

It was time to take sterner 
measures... 

Pam came in, looking petulant. 
‘| am ashamed of you, said 
Herbie. ‘Haven’t you any guts, 
girl? Can’t you make yourself 
overcome difficulties?’ 

There was a shrug of drooping 
shoulders. Then Pam caught sight 
of the plimsoll and her eyes 
widened. ‘Oh no...’ she gasped. 


A little something to finish her 
off, with the marksddityesterdays 
caning still there 


‘I’m afraid so, young lady. This 
evening, | shall have to be more 
severe with you. It is the only way | 
can see of making you put in the 
required effort tomorrow evening. 
No...not tomorrow. That's a rest 
night. On Thursday evening. Don't 
forget, it'S the County Junior 
Championships on Saturday. 
That’s where you’ve simply got to 
win, Pam, if you’re ever going up 
the big ladder. And you are, 
believe me!’ Herbie whacked the 
rubber sole on his palm. “This is 
going to hurt but it'S going to make 
those legs of yours move faster.' 

'P-please...' wailed Pam. She 
felt drained. Could she go on with 
this? But what a waste to chuck 
away two or more years of rigorous 
training! 

"Only six, Pam,' said Herbie as 
calmly as he could. 'But let me tell 
you something. If you don't win 
that race on Saturday, you'll find 
yourself getting a dozen. A real 
hard dozen!' He was, of course, 
applying the Bob Pritchard 
technique. |t would be most 
interesting to see if it worked. 

'Perhaps | don't want to win 
that stupid race,' said Pam. Very 
schoolgirlish. 

“Don't be silly, youngster,’ said 
Herbie softly. ‘Do you want to 
waste your talent? And all the time 
you've put in so far?' 

Pam Stevens knew she didn't 
really. She was simply in a ‘down’ 
phase at that moment. Ah well, 
she supposed she would have to go 
through with it. But that plimsoll 
looked pretty nasty!  'No...l 
suppose | don't' she admitted. 

'Right then,' said Herbie, more 
happily. “Let's get some incentive 
into you. Kneel on the floor, by 
this chair, please Pam.' Herbie 
indicated the wooden trestle he 
normally sat on when he spanked 
the girl. 

'You m-mean...on the floor?" 

"That's right. Then | want you 
to bend right over the chair seat, 
placing your hands flat on the 
floor.' 

‘Is...is it r-really necessary?’ 

‘| think it will be most 
convenient,’ replied Herbie, trying 
not to get over excited. ‘Come 
along. Let’s get it over with. You 
know it’s for your own good.’ Oh 
how often Pam had heard that! 

Hesitantly she knelt on the 
hard floor. All this was a bit much 
at the end of the day; after you’d 
been sweating round a track. But 
what else could she do? Either give 
up...or go through with it. Pam 
placed her belly on the wooden 
bench and bent over, feeling the 
flesh of her bottom tautening. Oh 
Lord, a plimsoll would be far worse 
than his hand! Could she stand it? 


Herbie looked down with smug 
gratification. He really had got this 
girl under his control now. Was he 
not the Svengali of modern 
athletics? There she was, in the 
pink of condition, the sweat drying 
off her, clad in clinging little cotton 
vest and shorts, presenting a most 
beautifully rounded bottom to him. 
Could a man of his tastes ask for 
more? 

Well, maybe... 

He gripped the plimsoll. He 
mustn't use it too hard. But he 
must make her realise this was 
something special. 'Just six,' he 
repeated. Then he whacked the 
rubber-backed sole down on the 
flinching bottom presented to him 
‘Yee...owww!’ cried Pam, 
jerking up, her hands clamping to 
the broad swathe of pink-red which 
had instantly appeared over her 
buttock cheeks ‘Ooohh...oh 
God...that hurt...’ 

‘| intended it to,’ answered 
Herbie. ‘I want extra effort from 
you, youngster! Come on...back 
over you go...’ 

“Oh plee...eeease...' All the 
same, Pam bent over the bench 
again. 'Not...not as...h-hard as 
that...” 

Perhaps she's right, reflected 
Herbie. That broad lump of rubber 
must be hell on bare flesh. He'd 
better go a bit easier. He swung 
again, but not as hard as the first 
time. 

Sspplllaaaattttt! ! 

‘Oww...aagghh!’ Another 
broad band of pink-red, with Pam 
twisting along the bench. ‘no... 
00...0h...no...000!’ 

‘Get your hands back on the 
floor.’ 

‘P-please...no more...’ 
Flinching, the young bottom 
curved again. Pam’s head was up 
and half turned. ‘Pleee...eease...’ 

Ssppllaaattttt! 

This time the plimsoll fell at the 
lowest part of Pam’s bottom, just 
where it joined her thighs. It made 
her twist right over, legs kicking. 
“Yee...oww...no...no...no more!’ 
The girl was on her knees on the 
floor, hands stretched out 
imploringly. 

‘Hurts, does it, Pam?’ 

‘Yes...ahh...yes...I’ve had 
enough...’ 

‘But it will make you try 
harder, won't it? A lot harder! 
Come on, get back over the trestle. 
Only three more to come. Be 
brave, my girl!’ 

“Oh Herbie...Herbie...how can 
you?” The bottom came back and 
up; nates contracted in 


: anticipatory dread. 


Ssppllaaattttt! 
Number four descended, 
sending Pam squirming again 


along the wooden bench. Now her 
clenching buttocks were red all 
over. | must be careful, thought 
Herbie suddenly. | don’t want her 
marked for the Junior Champion- 
ships. Perhaps one more would 
suffice. 

Sssppllaaattttt! 

'Yeee...aagghh...' Once more 
Pam twisted right over, kicking 
wildly as she clamped her hands to 
her bottom. 'Ohh...ohhh...that's 
e-enough...' 

'| think, perhaps, it is,' said 
Herbie, breathing rather faster 
than usual. ‘l'Il let you off the last 
one, young lady. But, don't forget, 
there'll be no let off on Saturday 
evening if you don't come home 
with that trophy!’ Was she 
listening? Herbie didn’t know. The 
girl was crouched down, hands 
over her face, sobbing. My 
goodness, that was a very red 
bottom. No doubt at all his plimsoll 
was far more severe than his palm. 
He went into one of the washrooms 
and returned with a wet flannel. 
Pam was still crouching. ‘Here,’ 
he said, ‘this will make you feel 
better.’ He pressed the cold 
flannel to the burning flesh...and 
Pam gasped again. First with 
shock, then with growing relief. 
‘Better?’ he enquired gently as he 
soaked her thoroughly. 

'Yes...ahh...yes...' Pam was 
sobbing again — but now with 
thankfulness. 

‘I’m sorry | had to do that,’ said 
Herbie hypocritically. He now had 
a hand on Pam's hot-wet bottom, 
not merely the flannel. He soothed 
her softly. Oh that lovely young, 
succulent flesh! 

Rather to his surprise, he 
suddenly found the girl's arms 
around his neck. Pam was still 
sobbing. 'O-ohh...ohhh...Herbie | 
will do better...! w///...| promise.’ 
She was kissing him on the cheek. 
‘| will do better. | don't want to let 
you down...really...rea//y!’ 

Herb Wainwright could not 
ever remember being quite so 
gratified — or happy in — in his 
whole life! 
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exhibitionist. 
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Humiliation and caned 
bottoms at school. 
Waiting and getting it. 
The spanked secretary. 
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